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Enter King Richard ,Iohn a Gaunt, with ether 
Nobles, and Attendants’ 

. . -..••! . f:or.: 

■King Richard 

O Ld lohn of (jaunt, time-honoured Lancaster, 
Haft thou according to thy oath and band. 
Brought hither Henry Hereford, thy bold fon* 
Here to make good,the boyfterous late appeal e 
■Which then t our leafure would not.let vs heare, 

Againft the Duke of N or fol\e, Thomas Mowbray} 

Gaunt’ I haue my Liege* 

King. Tell me moreover,haft thou founded him. 

If he appeale the Duke On ancient malice. 

Or worthily as a good fubieft Ihould, i. n r 

On fome knowne ground of treachetyin him. - - V 
Gaunt. As neere as 1 could lift him on that argument. 
On lome ( apparant danger feene in him, 

Aym d at your highneil'e, no inueterate malice. 

King. 1 hen call them to our prefertce face to face, - . 
And frowning brow to brow, our felues will heare 
th accuier, andtheaccufed, freely fpeake ; 

High ftomack’d are they both, and full of ire 
Ihrage, deafeasthe fea ; haftyas fire. 

A a Enter 



iw Life aria, veaffr — - 

Enter Bullingbroohe, and Mowbray. 

Bui. Many yeercs of happy dayes befall 
My gracious Soveraignc, my loving Liege. 

Mow. Each day ftill better others happinefle, 

Vntill the heavens enuying earths good hap, 

Adde an immortall title to your Ctovvne. 

King. We rhanke you both, yet one but flatters vs, 

As well appeared] by the caufe you come, 

Namely to appeale each other of high treafon. 

Cofin ot Hereford, what dofl thou obieifl 
Againfl the Duke of A r orfolfe > Thomas Mowbray ? 

'Bui. Firft,(heaven be the record of my fpeech,) 

In the devotion of a fubie&s love, 

Tendring the precious fafety of my Prince, 

And free from other mif-begotten hate, 

Come I appelant to his Princely pretence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray , doe I dime to thee, 

A nd marke my greeting well : for what I fpeakc, 

My body (hall makegood upon this earth, 

Or my divine Soule anfwer it in Heaven. 

Thou art a fraytor,and a mifereant ; 

Too good to befo,and too bad to live. 

Since the morefaire and Chriflall is theSkie* 

The uglier feemes theClouds, that in itflye: 

Once more, the more to aggravate the note, 

W ith a foule traitors name,ttuffe I thy throat , 

And wifli (fopleafe my Soveraigne) ere I move, (prove. 
W hat my tongue fpeakes, my right drawne (word may 
ow " Let not my coole words hereaccufe my z.eale : 
Tis not- the tryall of a womans warre. 

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 

Canarbitrate thiscaule betwixt us twaine : 

The blood is hot that mull be cool’d for this. 

Yet can I not of fuchtame patience boaft. 

As to be huflit, and noughtat all to fay. _ 

Firft, the faire reverence of your Highneflecurbesme, 
From giving remes and ipurresto my free fpeech. 

Which once would poll, untill it had return’d. 

Tlielc 
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0/ ruemru trie jecona. 

Thcfe termesof treafon, doubly downe his throat* 
Setting afide his high bloods royalty,, 

And let him be no kinfman to my Liege, 

1 doc defie him, and I/pit at him. 

Call him a flandrous Coward, and a Villainc; 

Which to maintained would allow him oddes, 

And meet him, were I tide to runne a foote. 

Even to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 

Or any other ground inhabitable. 

Where ever Englifli man dncflfet.his foote. 

Meanetime, let this defend my royalty^ ;;>,j 
Byallmyhopesmoflfalfely doth helye- ' err: ■> 
Bui. Pale trembling Coward, there I throw my gage. 
Declaiming here the kindred of the King, 

And lay afidemy high bloods royalty, >} ' .f 

Which fcare, not reverence makes me to except, 

Ifguilty dread have left thee fo much ftrength, - ' r 
As to take up mine honours pavvne,then ftoope. 

By that, and all the rights of Knighthood elfe. 

Will I make good againfl theearmeto arme. 

What 1 have ipoken, or thou canfl devile. 

Mow. I take it upwind by that fword I fweare, 

Which gently layd my Knighthood on my fhoulder, 
lie anfwer thee in any faire degree. 

Or Chivalrous deligne ot Knightly tryall : 

And when I mount, alive may [not light. 

If I betraytor, orun/uflly fight. 

King. \\ hat doth our Cofin lay to Mowbray es charge ? 
It muflbe great thatcan inheriteus. 

So much as ot a thought of ill in him. 

Lookewhat 1 fayd my life fhall prove it true. 
That /l. ow bray hath receiv’d eight thousand Nobles, 

In name of lendings for your highnefie Souldiers, 

The which he hath detain’d for lewd imployments. 

Like a talle Traytor,and iniurious Villainc, 

B tfides I (ay, and will inbatceli prove, 

Or here or ellewhere to the furthefl Verge 
t hat ever was furvey’d by Englith eye, . 

A 3 That 




The Life and Death 

That all the tteafons ofthefc cigiiteene yeares 
Complotted and contrived in this hand, 

Fetcht from falfe UMortbray their firft head and fpring. 
Further I fay and further,wiil maintaine 
Vpon his bad life;to make all this good, ; :h.,j 

That he did plod the Dukeof ‘ $ lottos death, ' ; ■■'<'! 

Suggeft his loone beleeving adverfari s, 

And confequently like a Traytor Coward, 

Sluc’d out his innocent foule through ftreames of blood - ’ 
Which blood ,'likefacrificihig ^//tryes, 

(Even from the tongueletfe eavernes of the earth) 

To me for lufheey and rough' chafticcment : 

And % the .glorious worth of my delcent. 

This arme fliall doeit,or this fife be fpent. 

King. How high a’jtieeh his’ refolution foares ; ' • 

Thomas of Norfolke^hzi fayeil thou to this ? 

Mow. Oh lermy foveraigne turne avviy I .his face. 

And bid his eares a little while be deafe, 

Till 1 have told this flander of his bloody 
How God andjgoodnfen hat<!f&fowIe Iyer. 1 

King, Mowbray jithjw-rfiall are Wu'r eyes afid rares, ’ 
Were he our;brother i 'hay,Our Kingtfomes fieire, 

A s he is but our fathers brothers fonne ; ' ' K - 1 7 

Now by my Scepters awe, I make a vow, 

Such neighbour-neerenefle to our facred blood, 

Should nothing priviled ge him * hor paftialize 
The unhooping firmenefie ofour upright foule. 

He is our fubiea (Mowbray) fo arc thou, 

Free fpeech and fearelefle, I to thfee allow. 

^ cn Bufingbrcobg as low as to' thy heart. 
Through the falfe: paluge of thy throat ; thou ly efi: 
i hree parts of that receipt 1 had for'Caliice 
Disburft I to his Highnelfe fouldiers ; 

The other part referv’d Ibyconfenr, 

For that my foveraigne liege was jn my debt, 

Vpon remainder of a cf'eafe acceuhtd 1 . 

Since lalt I went to trance t o fetch MS Qucene: 
iSiow fwallow downexhat tye-For GlofltTs death, 

c ; I 
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#/ Richard the fecond. 

I flew him not ; but (to mineownc-difgrace} 

Neglected my fworne d uty in th^t cale :: 

For you my Noble Lord of Lancafter, 

The honourable father to ipy foe,, i 

Once I did lay an ambuflh foryour life, 

Atrefpaflethat doth, vex my grieved foule: 

But ere I laft receiv’d the Sacrament, 

I did confefleit, and exa&Iy begg’d 
Your Graces pardon, and I hope Ihad it. :i ; . Vif: 

This is my fault: as for the refl appeal’d. 

It iffues from the rancour of a villaine, 

A recreant,and moft degenerate Traytor, . 

Which in my felfe I boldly will defend. 

And enterchangeably hjjfle dpwnfcijjy gage^fon-y , .nil/. 
Vpon this overweening Traitors fooc, ' 

To prove my felfe a loyall Gentleman, 

Even in the beft blood chamber'd inhisbofome: 

In hafte whereof moft heartily I pray 
Your Highnefle to afligneour tryall day. 

King. Wrath kindled G cnlemep be rul’d, by me 
Let’s purge this choller without letting blood ; 

This we preferibe , though no Phyfition. 

Deepe malice ina^stopdeepe incifipn^^, ) , ; ^ 

Forgct,forgive,conclude,and be agreed, 

OurDoaprs %*.this;is. no *i(ne«5p-blepd> - Jo; !f ;, -n 
Good Vncledet this end where it begun. 

Wee 1 calme the Duke of ttorfqlke , you your fonne * 
a make-pea*^ ,jEhall becPme-my age, 
Throw downe (my fonne)the Duke of jVorfo/bei&oe, 
fe- a v; ^ - 

,^ a A H ^ W M n ^ arrj when>pbcdiencp b ids;, 

Obedience bids, J fhould not bid agen» r A , 

t T h ^w.dovvne,we bidithereis no boote. 
^.My ^lfeTth^w (4t-pad; SPYCpaigne)’at f&v-foou 
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The Life and Death 

I amdifgrac’d, impeach’d, and baffel’d here. 

Pierc’d to the fbule with danders venom’ d fpeare: . 
The which noBalme can cure, bat his heart blood 
Which breath’d this poyfon* 

King. Rage mud he withftood : 

Give me his gage : Lyons make Leopard tame* 
Mow.Yea,but not change his fpots take but my (frame 
And I refigne my gage* My deare,deare Lord, 

The pureit treafure mortall times afford. 

Is fpotleffe reputation : that away. 

Men are but gilded Ioame, or painted clay. 

A Jewell in a ten-times barr’d up Cheft, 

Isa u boId fpirit in aloyallbreft* 

Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one : 

Take honour from me,and my life is done* 

Then (deare my Liege) mine honour let me try, 

In that I live, and. for that will I dye. 

King. Cofin throw downe your gage. 

Doe you begin. 

Bul.Qh heaven defend my fbule from fuch foule finne* 
Shall I feeme Creft-falne in my fathers fight. 

Or with pale beggar-fearc impeach my height 
Before this out-dar’d dallard P Eremy tongue. 

Shall wound mine honour with' fuch feeblewron^ ; 

Or found fo bale a parle : my teeth Avail team 3 ’ 

The flaviflv motive of recanting feare. 

And- fpit it bleeding in this high difgrace, '■ • - 

Where fhame doth harbour, even itt Mejrbrajesfect. 

Exit Gaunt. 

Kwg. W e were not borrie to fue, but to command. 
Which fince we cannot doe to make you friends. 

Be ready, (as your lives Avail anlwer it-) 

At Coventree, upon Saint Lamberts day : 

I here AialLyour Swords and Lances arbitrate. 

The fwclling differeneedfiyout kitied hatet' 5 -'' • 

Since we cannot attone ydu, you Atail fee 

Iullicc defigne the Viaors Chivalry. 

Lord Marfliall, command our Officers at Artnes, 

Be 1 
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of Richard the fecond. 

Be ready todirea thefehome,Alarmes*' Exeunt: 



Scana Secunda, 



. Enter Gaunt , and Dutchejfe of G beefier. 

Gaunt * Alas, the part 1 had in Glofters blood, s 
Doth more folicite me than your exclaimes. 

To ftirre againfi the butchers of his life. 

But fince correaion lyeth in thofe hands 
W hich made the fault that we cannot carrea. 

Put we our quarrell to the will of Heauen, 

Who when they fee the houres ripe on earth. 

Will raigne hot vengeance on offenders heads* 

Dut. Finds brotherhood in thee no Aiarper fpurre ? 
Hath love in thy old blood no liuing fire ? 

Edwards feven tonnes ( whereof thy felfe art one ) 

W here are feven vialles ofhis facred blood. J 
€>r fenen faire branches ipringing from one roote : 

Some of thofe feuen are dryed by natures courfe * 

Some of thofe branches by the defrinies cut: * 

But Thomas , my deare Lord, my life.my Glofier 
One\ tall full of Edwards facred blood 4 

One flouriifring branch of his moll Royall roote 
s crack d, and all the precious liquor fpilt - 
s hackt downe, and his fummer leaves all vaded 

By Envies hand, and Murders bloody Axe* 

ssssssasa 

Who was the mode 11 of thy Fathers life * 

Call it not patience (Gaunt ) lUs defeat 

" UflPcnn8thns th y b r°thcr to be Aanghtcfd 

^ Thou 
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The Life and 'Death 

Thoufhew’ft the naked pathway to thy life, 

Teaching flerne murther how to butcher thee! 

That which in rneane men we intitle patience 
] spale cold cowardifc in noble breads ! 

W hat fhaU I fay, to fafegard thine owne life. 

The bed way is to vengc my plotters death. 

Gaunt • Heavens is the quarrell : for Heavens fubmttite 
His Deputy annoynted in his fight, 

Hath caus’d his death , the which if wrongfully 
Let heaven revenge : fori may neuer life 
An angry arme againft his Minifler. 

Dut . Where then ( alas ) maylcomplainemy felfe? 
Gan. To heaven, the widdowes Champion to defence. 
Dut, 'Why then I will ! farewell old Gaunt, 

Thou go’ ft to Goventry, there to beheld 
Our Cofin Hereford , and fell Mowbray fight : 

0 fit my husbands wrongs on Herefords fpeare. 

That it may enter butcher Mowbrayes bread ! 

Or if'misfortune miffe the firft carreere, 

Ee Mowbrayes finnes foheavy in his bofbme, 

1 hat they may breakehis foamingcourfcrsbacke, 

And throw the Rider headlong in the Lids, 

A C aytiflfe recreant to my Co fin# ereferd. 

Farewell old Gaunt, thy fometimes brothers wife j 
With her companion Grecfe , mud end her life. 

Gau. Sifier fare well ; I mud to Couentry, 

As much good day with thee , as go with me., 

Dut,. Yet one word more Greefe boundeth where it 
Not with the empty hollownefle, but w,eight. C falls, 
I take my leaue before I haue begun, 

For forrow ends not : when it feemeth done. 

Commend me to my brother Sdwdrd Yorke . 

Loe, this is a 11 : nay yet depart not fo, 

T hough this be all , do nor fo quickely goe, 

I fhall remember more. Bid him, Oh, what ? 

With all good fpeed at Plefhte vifite me- 
Alacke,and what fhall good old Yorke there fee 
But empty lodgings, and uruurnilh’d walles, 

Vh- 
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of Richard the fecond. 

And make tis wade even in our kindreds bloodT 
Therefore, we banifh you our Territories# 

You Colin Hereford, upon paine of death, 

Till twice five Summers have enrich’d our fields^ 
Shall not regreet our fairfc Dominions, 

But tread the dranger paths of banifhment. 

Bui. Y our w ill be done : this mu ft my comfort be,' 
That Sunne that warmes you here fhall fhineon me: 
And thofe his golden beames to you here lent. 

Shall poynt on me, and gilde my banifhment. 

Rich . Norfolke: for theeremaines a heavier doome> 
Which I with fome unwillingneffe pronounce. 

The dye flow houres fhall not determinate ■ 

The datelefle limit of thy deare exile ; 

The hopelcffeV/ord, of never to returns, 

Breathe againd thee, upon paine of life. 

Mow. A heavy fentence my mod Soveraigne Liege, 
And all unlook’d • for from your Highneffe mouth 1 
A deerer merit, notfodeepe a maime, 

As to be cad forth in the common ayre 
Havel defervedat your Highnefl’e hands. 

The Language jl have learn’ d thefe forty yeares ’ : 
(Mynative Englilh ) now I mud forgoe. 

Ana now my tongues ufe is to me no more. 

Then an unflringed Vyoll, ora Harpe, 

Or like a cunning • Inflrument cas’d up. 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tune the harmony. 

Within my mouth you have engaol’d my tongue 
Doubly puccullid with my teeth and lips. 

And dull,unfeeling, barret* ignorance, 

Is made my. gaoler to attend on me : 

I am too old to fawne upon a Nurfe, 

To farre in yeares to be a pupill now : 

What is thy fentence then,!but fpeechlede death. 

Which robs my tongue from breatheing native breath ? ' 
a/c/j. Jt boots thee not to becompaflionate. 

After our fentence, plaining comes too late- 






The Life and Death 

Mow. Then thus I turne me from my Countries light 
-'To dwell m folemne foades of endlefte night. 
£/c6.Retume againeand take an oath with thee, 
lay on purrowllswfl^jww; hanifot hands, 

Sweare by the duty that you owe to heaven 
(Our part therein, we banifh with your leives) 

To kepe the Oath that we a dminifter : 

You never ihail (fo helpe you Truth and Heaven) 
Embrace each others loue in banifhment. 

Nor ever looke upon each others face, 

Nor ever writ, regreete, or reconcile 
This Iowring tempeft of your home-bred hate. 

Nor ever by adviied purpofe meet. 

To plot, contrive, or complot any ill, 

Gainft Vs our State, our Subject s,or our Land, 
jBuI.I fweare. 



^jy.And I to keepe all this. 
MNorfofe,fo farre,- as to mineenemy. 

By this time (had the King permitted us) 

One of our foules had wandred in the ayre, . - v 
Bamfh d this frdyle fepulcher of our fiefh 
As novvour flelh is banilh’d from this Land. 
Confefle thy Treafons.ere thou flie this Real me. 
Since thou baft farre to goc, beare. not along 
burthen ot a guilty foule. 
jMw.No ^buUit,gb r ookix It ever I were Traitor, 
My name be blotted from the Booke of Life 
And I from heaven banifh'd , as from hence : * 

Ani Z) Ch r U ar M)caven, thou, and I doe know, 
p" d 311 [ oof °°ne ( Ifeare) the King /hail rue. 
farewell (my Liege) now no way can I ftray. 
Save backe to England, all the worlds my way. 
Rtcb. Vncle,evcn in the glaffes of thine eyes 
I fee thy gneved heart : thy fad afpeft. 

Hath from the number of his banifh'd yeares 
1 luck d foure away : fixe frozen Winters fpent, 
Z u Wn ^ we ^ome home from banifhrrcnt. 
lt H °wlong a time lyes in one little word; 
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of Richard the feeond-. 

Foure laggiogWinters, and fourc wanton Springs » 

Endina word,»iuch#^thfcbreathof Kims* 01 ofi nsriW 
gau»t. I thanlcemy Liege, that inregafa of me .id oT 

He fhortens- foure yeares ofmy fonnesexile : 

But little vantage fiiall I reape thereby. 

' For ere thefe fixe yearesthat he hath to Ipend > 

Can change the Moones , and bring their times abode, 

■My oyle-dride Lampe, and ititrie-bewafted light 
Shall be extirift with age, and endlefte night 
. My inch of Taper, will be burnt, and done. 

And blindfold death, not let me fee my fonne. 

Rich. Why Vncle, thou haft many yeares to live. 
Gaunt. But not a minute(King) that thou canlf give; j 
Shorten my dayes thou canft: with! hidden forrow, . 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow *: . 
Thoucanft helpe timetofurrow me with age, 

But flop no wrincle in his^pilgrimage : 

Thy word is currant with him, for my death, v, lifow <> 
But dead,thy kingdomecanno.tbttymybrenth£f: •, S' 

Rich.Thy fonne isbaniftTd upon goodaduiqe 
Whereto thy tongue a party* verdi dl gave , 

Why at our luftice ieeia ft thou then to lowre? 



Ko: 



. «« .nioj.v. ,o 

You would havfe bid ixiecaB^ieilikea^ath^r. oy yn • 1 tr,H 
Alasyl 'look'd when feme of yondhpdld fop , r rr ; " . . 

I was too ftriit to make raineowne away : 1 v M 

Eut you gave leaveto my unwilling tongue, 1 3-9 , > i v 
Againft myAvilfta do my felferhis wjo(te<r!in;:o dauocIF 
Rich. Cohn farewell rand Vnc'e bid him fo: 

■ Six yeares we banilli him,and helhall go. ' Exit* 

. -J 7 lourjjb^ 

^.Cofm fare welljwhat prcfonce mu ft not know ' - 

: From wbere-you do remaine, Jet paper ftioiv^ 

Mar. My Lord, no leave take I, for I will ride 
As farre as land will Jetme, by your fide. 

Gaunt .Oh to what purpofe doft thou hord thv word- 
Ibut.hou return* no greeting to tb, friends 7 ‘ 

c 
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The Life aid 0 'eath 

Bui T hi'ue too few to take myteave of fm* X >. T 

When the tongue? ;ofiice ^uldibeijpt^o<fegiliy m > K1 
To breath th* aburfd»nrdelour- Of the heart* 

Gau.Tby griefeisbuE thy abfenee-'fcr atime- 
Bui Ioy abfentjgtiefe is prefent for that time* 

Cau. What is fixe Winters, they are quickly gone ? ■ 
BuliXti men in joy,bttcgriefe makes one haute ten*. 

Galtit a travelljthat thou takeli forpleafure, 

Bui. Myheirt willfigto, when! mifcatoit fo, J ti ■<:* 
Which finds it an infixrced Bilgrimage/ 

Gau^t.l hc fullenpafifage or thy weary fiepe 
Efteeme a foyle, wbereinthon art to fet 
Thepreciofls.Iewellof^y.'hom'fe tccurne*- • . > 

Bui. Oh Tjho'canhblda.^reinhishand yn ; j;?. .2 
By thinfeing'onthefrofty^Cawcd/)^ $ 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of arfeaft ? 

Or wallow naked' in December fnow ^ 

By thinking rbrephOTtaflrake Summers heatef . % ■ ; j 

Oh no, the apprehenfion ef the good 
Giues but the greater feeling to the worfe: 

Fell forrowes tooth, doth ever rankle more 
Then when it bites, but laneeth not the fore* 
Grf«.Comc,come (my fcnnejdlebring thee oh thy way 
Had Ithy youth, and caUfc,T would not flay. ' 
2?«/.Then Englands ground fare welljfweet foyle adieu a 
My Mother, and my Nurfe, which beares me yet : . . 
Where ere I wander, boaft of this lean, f; j ^ : 

Though baniflvdjyeta true+lM>nBiEiiglilhhianifii: iinis,;; 

’■tiiirwl bido'ofiV br!*:|for*m> nrioO.'wtX 
* ' <*-Y! f>»l Of: Q'ild iTl ; f f Xi •: ; Y r; xic! 



Sc an a Quart a. 






\ :hv7 i "ioi c I sv on. bio J v 

Enter King^nmerle\ Greene > and Hagot* 
Rich* We did obferve* Goftn ^Aamerle, 

How fa^re brought yon high Hereford on hjs way- 



Anm* 
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But to the neiit high way, a^d there I }eh bun- o ; • 
Rich. And fay, what ftore of parting teares were (lied ? 
Aunt. F^itji nQUe by me; except^e Nortncaft wind 
Which then blew b^^|y>gf^QHr>ce A . ' 

Awak'd thefleepy thew^and fogy fihan 
Did .grace out hollqty pitirg^Wiit^a-teare^ 

Rick ' 



is too 30*7 

IcV 



ur SW : | b /tODgtK 

Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit oppteif.on offuch griefc, 

That word feem’d buriediap\y f<?trpwcs grave. 

Marry, would the word farewell, had lengthen’d houres ? 
And added yceres to his Ihort banilhment. 



^ XJaO 



He Ihould have ha d a volume of Facewds, ,* 0? 

But fince k woul^^^dww^.C^ oT 

Rich. He is our Co fin (Cofire)but. > Wpdp^b&, 

When time {hall call him home Ko^,-jb^p^meBC<*v, 
Whether our kiniman come to. fee his friends, 

°urfdfe, and Bujbv, Bagot liere and qreene 
Obferu’d bisCo^rifliip to jthecommcn pcpr&c,^ „ - 

With humble, and familiar ecurtefie, 

W hat reverence he did throw aw a yon flaves; . 
Wooing poore Crafteimen,with the craft of fmiles, 

And patient under-bearing of his Fortune, — _ 
As’ww»^$o banifh their atfe&s withhicn. 

Off goesdiisbbnrfet eo aq &yflei>-wench, \£ 

A brace of Dray-men bid God Ipeedhim well. 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee,' " 

Vv ith thanke^juy Countriimc.n J my Loving friends. 

As were our England in renerfidn his, 

qcj«f!dp8W«diirhSpeh' HiW 
Gr.vvelU^ts goneiftnd.with hrmgoeihefethoughts 
;Nowhpr thte.Rcbelp, wWch"ilahd't>wt an ifmfafd. t. ; ; 

Expedient mano3gd.ihauftbcmtfern»y:I*iege 

Erfetostf^^yfer^iif^idi ^ « .0 * 

For their aduantagj^audi yoaeb ighhetfor 
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lodoffe*-. !K’io' 



Rich. 
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The Life Ml Heath i? 

%khiW e. will our felfefa perionto this wine. ' \'i 
And /or our Coffers, with too great a Court, 

Arid liberal! Eargelfc, are growne fomewhat light, 

Wc are enforc’d to far.me our royall Realrrre, 
Therevenew v^erebpfhaH /rirritfo us < 79K VA '; Z . :fi »Y • 
For our affaires in hand : if they come fhorc. 

Our fubfttutes at home fi'ialf have Blancke-cba'rterS : 
Whereto, when they' fhaM know what men are rich, - 
They (hall fubfcribe them for large fummes of Gold* 

And fend them after to fupply onr wants: 
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For vve will make for Ireland ptefcntlyd - ’ 

EnterBuJhy. > 30 ; 

*3ufhj\ what ncwes ? • " 

Bh. Old lohnaGamt is very ficke my Lord, 
Sodainely taken, and hath fent pod ha lie 
To entreat ytiur Maiefty to vifite him. 



Rich. W here lyes he ?•: 
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Rich. Now" put it’ (heaven) Jrihis Pliyfitians mind, 
Tohelpe him to his grave imtnediately: 

The liming of his coffers fliall make'Goates- 
To decke orirSdaldiersfor thefe Irifh Watreif ; 
Come Gentlemen, let’s all go vifit him : 

Pray heaven we may make hade, and come too late,£*fo 






ft t i i,. 



SectindWi Scoria Priwtd. 
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Enter G-Jtitnt J Jtcl^e ) with the J)u\eof Yorhe-* 

('■■■■■ l ; ri 

Gau. Will the King c-omefthat-'J' mftftrfeath my Iaft 
Iffwholfomeeounfelltb his unrtayd youth? - 
TV. Vexnot yourfelfe, nor drive not with your breath 
For all in vaine comes counted to his eare. •• ; 1 

Gau. Ohbur (they fay) the tongues of dying men 1 
Inforce attention, like deeps harmony Jacobs x>'> 
O " Where 




yi/irj 
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of Richard the feconfc 

Where words afe fcarfe, they are feldome foent in vaine. 

For they breath truth, that breath their words in pame. 

He that no more muft fay>is lilkn’d more 

Then they whom youth and eafe have taught to glofo. 

More are mens ends mark’d, then their lives before. 

The- fetting Sunne, and mufickeis ; the dole 

As the lall tafte of fweetes, isfweeted lad. 

Writ in remembrance, more then things long paft : 
Though Richard my lives coun fell would not heare,. ;* 

- My deaths fad tale, may yet un-deafe his eare. 

TV. No, it is ftopt with other fiatt’ring founds 
As prayfes of his date: then there are founcT 
Lacivious Meetcrs, to whofe venome found 
The open eares of youth doth alwaies liden* 

Report offafhions in proud Italy, 

Whofe manners dill. our tardy apifh Nation 
Limpes after- in bafe imitation. 

Where doth the world thrud forth a vanity, 
Soitbenew, there’s no refpeft how vile, 

That*is not quickly buzz’d into their eares ? 

That all too late comes counfell to be heard. 

Where will doth mutiny with wits regard : 

Dire £1 not him,wfoofe way himielfe will cholc, 

Tis breath thou lackd, and that breath wilt thou loolo * 
Gaunt, Me thinkes lama Prophet new infpir d. 

And thus expiring; doe foretell of him* 

His ralh fierce blaze of Ryot cannot lad, 

FOr violent fires foone burne out themfetues ; 

Small Ihoures lad long,butfodaine dormes are fhortj t 
He tyres betimes, that fpurs too/ad betimes j 
With eager feeding food doth choake the feeder 5 
Light- vanity, infaitat: cormorant,’- . ; 

Confuming meanes footie preyes uponit felfe. 

This royall Throne of Kings, this Sceptred Hie, 

This earth of Majedy, this feate of Mars , 

This otheE Eden, demy Patadife, 

This Fortres built by nature for her felfe^ > y \ 

jAgainft infe^ion^and the hand of wane; 

C 3 this 



Tfje Life and Death , 

This happy breed of men, this little world. 

This precious done fet in the filver Sea, 

Which ferves it in the office of a wall. 

Or as a Moate defenfiuc to a houfe, 

Againft the enuy of lefle happier Lands, -a'oir. oi.^ 
Thisblefled plotjthis Earth this Realmeithjis England, 
This Nurfe, this teeming wombe of Royall Kings, 
Fear’d by their breed, and famous for their birth. 
Renowned for their deeds, as farrefrom home, ’ , T 
For Chriflian iervice ,and true Chivalry, • . !-. » j f 

As isthe fepUlcherin lfubbome . •: 
Of the worlds ranfome, blefled Maries fonnc.\ ; ./ x 
•This Land of fuchdearefou!es,this deare deare Land, 
Deare for her reputation through the world. 

Is now Leas’d out (I dye pronouncing it ) 3 

Like to a Tenement, or pelting Farme* 'jforiwJ 

England bound in with the triumphant Sea, '. - tsqniii 
Whofe rocky Chore beates backe the envious Sedge 
Of watry Neptune, is now bound in with fliame. 

With Inky olottes, and rotten Parchment bonds* 

That England that was .went to conquer others. 

Hath made a feamefall eoiiqneft-of & fclfe. ll'v 
Ah, would the fcandall vanifh with my life, • 

How happy then were my enfuing death ? 



Enter King, Queenty i^fimerle i Rufhj ) Greenc :> 

BilgCtjRoS^t&sd Willoughby . ■ ■■ r f r ;,rj vjilt 

?V.The King iscome.deale mildly with his youth. 
For yowng hot C oalts, being rag d,doe rage the more. 
Si»' How fares our noble Vncle, La»cafor ?• 

Ri. W bat comfort man ? How.id wish aged Gau»fl 
g«. Oh how that name befits my cOmppftiibnr, - 

?“« "%*«( Wimnlno 
Within me gnefe hath kept a teadious faf^; r , . 

And whoabdaines from mea^e, that is not gaunt: 

For fieeping England long time have-I-Watcht 
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of Richard the femd. 

Tsmyftii$faft,I meanemy Childrens lookes. 

And therein falling, had thou made me gaunt ; 

Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 

Whofe hollow wombe inherits nought but bones* 
Rich. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names ? 
^r4«.No.,mifery makes fport to mocke it felfe: 

Since thou doft feeke to kill my name in me, 

I mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee* 

Kie. Should dying men flatter thofe that live ? 
<j4».No,no, man living flatter thofe that.dye* 

Rte. Thou now a dying, fayft thou flatter’d me. 

Cau. O no, thou dyed, though I the ficker be* 

Rich. I am in health I breathe, I fee thee ill* 

G*«.Now he that made me, knowes I fee thee ills 
111 in my felfe to fee, and in thee, feeing ill, 

Thy death>bed is no lefler then the Land, 

.Wherein thou lyed in reputation ficke, 

And thou toocarelefle patient as thou art* 

Commit’d thyannoynced body to the cure 
Gf thofe Phyfitions, that fird wounded thee s 
A thoufand flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 

VVhofe compare is no bigger then thy hand. 

And yet encaged info fmallaVerge, 
v vafte is no whit lefler then thy Land, 

Oh had thy. Grand fir with a Prophets eye, 

Scene how his fonnes fonne,fhould deflroy his fonnes, / 
From forth thy reach he would h ave layd thy frame, 
Depofing thee before thou wert poflett, 

^ch art poflefl now to depofe thy felfe. 

Why (Cofin) were thou Regent of the world, 

Itwerea fhame to let this Land by leafe: 

But for thy world enioying but this Land , /• 

? ^ ° t J n0 / e ^ hen ^ ame = t0 fbamc-it fo ? / 
landlord of England art thou,and notKW* 

.1 ftateofL aw, is bondflaye WtljeUw. 8 ' 

'Rich. And thou, a lunaticke leans- witted 
P*cfummg on an Agu CS privelledge, d ” * 

Dar’fl 



The Life and Derib 

Darft with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our cheeke, chafing the Royall blood 
With fury, from his native refidcnce ! 

Now by my Seates right Royall Maiefty, 

Wert thou not brother to great Edwards fonne, 

This tongue that ronnesfo roundly in thy head. 

Should runne thy head from thy unreverent fhoulders. 

G^.Ohfpareme not, my brother Edwards fonne, 
For that I was his father Edwards fonne l 
That blood already (like the -Pellican,) 

Thou haft tape out, and drunkenly carows’d. 

My brother gleaner, pi aine w ell meaning foule, 
(Whom faire befall in heaven mongft happy foules }j 
May be a prefident, and witnefie good, 

That thcu refpe&’ft. not fpilling Edwards blood :• 

Ioync with the prefent fickeneffe that Ihaue, 

And thy unkindnefie be like crooked age, 

To crop at once a too-long wither’d fiowre. 

Live in thy (hame, but dye not fhame with thee, 

Thefe words hereafter, thy tormentors be. 

Convey me to my bed, then to my grave. 

Love they to live, that love and honour have. Exit , 

Rich. And let them 'dye, that age and Tulleis have. 

For both haft thou, and both become the. grave. fiV7 fii i 
Tor. I doe befecch your Maiefty impute his words 
'To wayward ficklineffe, and age in him : 

Rclouesyou on my life, and holds you dearc 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here. 

Rid-. Right, you fay true as Hereford*! ovc, fo his ; 

As theii'.s,lo mine: - and.all.be as it is. 

■ Enter N orth umber land. 

Nor. My J.iege, old Gaunt commends him to your 
Maiefty. 

Rtch. What layes he ? 

Nor. Nay nothing, all is fayd: 

His tongue is now a.ftringlefle mftrument. 
,Words ; hfe,and all, .old Lancaster hath fpent» 



• of Richard the fecond. 

■ TV. Be Yofke the next, that muft be bankrupt fo. 
Though death be-poore, it ends a mortall wo. 

jJ/V.Theripeft fruit firftfols, and fo doth he, 

His time isfpent, our pilgrimage muft be : 
fSomuch for that- Now for our hi(h warres, 

■ We muft (uppiantthofe rough rug-headed Kernes, 
Which live like venom, where no venom die 
But onely they have privelledgc to Jive. 

. And for thefe ; great affaires- do aske fome charge 
Towards our affiftance , we doe feize to us 
The pIate,coyne,andrevcnnews, and moveables. 
Whereof our Vn cJe gaunt did ftand poffeft. 

Tor. How long (hall I be patient ? Oh how long 
Shall tender duty make me fuffer wrong ? 

Not Gloflers death,nor Hereford* baoifhment. 

Nor Gaunt* rebukcs,nor Englands private wrongs. 
Nor the prevention of poore Bulhngbrooke, J 
About his marriage, nor ray owne dilgrace 
Have ever made me fovvre my patient cheeke. 

Or bend one wrinkle on my lb veraignes face : 

I am the laft of noble Edward* fonnes. 

Of whom thy father Prince of Wales was fir ft: 

In warres was never. Lyon rag’d more fierce : 

In peace, was never gentle Lambe more mild. 

Then was that young and Princely Gentleman: 

His face thou ha ft, for even fo look’d he 
Accemp'ifh’d with the number of thy howers: 

But when be frown’d, it was againft the French,, 

'And not againft his friends: hisnobleband 
Did win what he did Ipend: and lpent not that 
Which his triumphant fathers hand had won • 

His hands were guilty of no kindreds blood. 

But bloody with the enemies of his kinne : 

Oh Richard, i otke i$ too farregone with griefu, 
Orelfe he-never would compare betweene. 

Rtch. Why Vncle, 

What’s the matter ? 

Tor. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you 
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pleafe, if not 



The Life and Death 

I pleas'd nottobcpardon’d^mcontent withalJ: . 

5eeke you tq'{biz<? > -arid gripe into.yotir hands 
TheRoyaItieSandRightesofbamnvdH<?r^>^?‘ '« 

1 s not Gaunt dead rand doth riot Herefb rd live 1 ? 1 • ' " i - K 
Was -not Gaknt juft arid -is' not Harry ? r onrr: •> 

Did not the one deferve to havcan heyre ? 

I s not his heyre a well- defer ving-fenne? ‘ : i 

Take Herefords rights away, and take from time 3 . 
His Charters, arid his c'nftom rse rig'ms 
Let not to morrow then irilue to day, 

Benotthy (elfc. For how art thou a King . 

But by faire fequenceand fuccefliori ? Y 
Now a fore God , G o d fo rbid T lay true, 

Jfyoudoe wrongfully' &izc Herefords jti'-r. 

Call in his Letters Patentsthat he hath 

By his Atturneyes general! , tofue 

His Livery, and deny his offer’d homage, <o/. 

You plucke a thoufand dangers on your head. 

You loofea thoufarid- WdMifpofcd hearts,- 
And pricke my tender patience to thofe thoughts 
Which honor and allegeance cannot thinke. * 
.S/V-Thinke what you Will : wefeife into our hands. 
His plate,bis good s, his mone^and hislands. 

Tor. lie not be by the while : My Leige farewell, ! 
What will enfue hereof, there’s none can tell, ■ 

Butby badcourfes may beunderftood. |!? 

That their events can never fall out good. ! Exit • 

Rich* Goe Bufhie to the Earle of Wtltfbire {freight. 
Bid him repaireto ris to Ely Houfe, ■ ■ 

To fee this bufinefle : to morrow next 
We will for Ireland , and ’tis time,! trdiV: 

And we create in abfence of pur folfe 
O ur V ridk Je T or he, Lord G overner of England • 

For he is til ft, and-aiwayeslovd tis well. 

Come on ouf Qucen'e,to morrow muff we part, ■ 

Be merry , for our time of Hay is fhort-* Floftriflx 

tJHimt North -Willoxghbj ,and R ojj- 

, Nor. Weti LordsjtheDuke of Lancaftecisdcad. 



of Richard the fceehd, 

lojf. And living tbo/cr now his fonne is Duke. 

Will. Barely in title, not .in revennew. 

'Nor. Richly in both , if juftice had her right. 

Rojf. My heart is great : but it muftbreake with filence 
Eer-’t be disburden'd, with a liberall tongue. 

’ Nor- Nay fpeake thy mind & let him ne'r fpeake more 
That fpeakes thy word s againe to doe thee harme. 

Wil. Tends that thou’dft fpeake toth’ D. of Hereford ’ 
If it be fo,out with it boldly man: 

Quicke is mine eare to heare of good towards him- 
Rojf, No good at all that I can doe for him, 

Vnlelfe you call it good to pity him. 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

Nor. Now. afore heaven , ’ts fhame fuch wrongs are 
borne. 

In him a royall Prince, and many moe 
Of noble blood in this declining Land ; 

TheKingis nothimfelfe, butbafelyled 
By flatterers, and what they will informs 
Meerely in hate ’gainft any of us all: 

That will the King feverely profecute 
, ’Gainft us, our lives, our children, and our heires. 
Rotf.The Commons hath he pill’d with grievous taxes 
And quite loft their hearts : the Nobles hath he fin’d 
For ancient quarrel s,and quite loft their hearts. 

Wtl. And daily new exactions are devis’d. 

As blankes, benevolences, and I wot not what : 

But what o’ Gods name doth become of this ? 

Nor.fN arres hath not wafted it/or warn’d he hathmot, 
riut bafely yeelded upon comprimize. 

That which his Anceftors atchieu’d with blowes: 

M n 6 ^ 1 ? he f P cnt in P ea <*, then they in watres, * 

wf'ru^ 1 ? ofWlltfl ? ire hath iheRcalme in farmer 
Th c Rings growne bankrupt like a broken man* 
^.Reproach, and defolmion hangeth over him- 
He bath riot money for thefeirifh warre* • 



CHici.., .u . •» iWL luc ^ »nm warr 

!wk f en u s taxations notwithflandingj 
But by the robbing of the banifh'd Luke. 
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The Life and Death ' 

Nor, His noble Kinfman; mod degenerate King? 

Bin Lords, we heare this fearefulitempeft ling . 

Yet feeke no fhelter to avoyd theftorme : 

We fee the vvinde lit fore upon our failes. 

And yet we ftrike not,but fecurely perifli. 

RcJWKe fee the ucry wracke that we muft fulfer. 

And unavoyded is the danger now 
For fufteringrfo the caufes of our wracke* 

Nor .Not io; even through the holiow r eyes of death, 

J Ipie* life peercing; but I dare not fay,. 

How ncere the tidings of our comfort is. 
yy.l. Naydenis (bare thy thoughts,as thou doft ours* - 
-^V* Be ccnfident.to fpeake Northumberland, 

W-c three, are but thy fclfe, and fpeakingfo, 

Thy iverds are but as thoughts, therefore be bold* 

Nor. Then thus: I havefrom-Port le BUn 
A Bay in 'Britaine, receiv’d intelligence, 

Hut llarry Dulxof Hereford , Raynald Lord (fobbatn , 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 

His brother Archbilbo'p , late of' Canterbury, 

Sir 7 ban at Eryingham,^ Sir Iohn RaiksIqh, 

Sir / ohn N orbery, Sjr Robert Watertw, and Francis Quoint; 
All the fe wellfumifh’d by the Dukeof2?r//r«tw', 

YVith eight tail fliips, three theufand men of warre 
Arc making hither with all due expedience. 

And fhortly meane to touch oUrNortberne Htore.; 
Perhaps they, had ere this, but that they ftay . 

The firlldepartingofthe King for Ireland. - 
Jf then welball lhake offour llavifh yoakc, 

Jumpe out our drooping Countries broken wing$ . 
Redeeme from broken pawn©,, the blemifh’d Qowney • 
Wipe off the dull that hides the .Scepters gilt, *• 

And make high Majelly looke like it feife. 

Away with me in poffe to Kavenfpurgh, 

But if you faint, as fearing to doe Lot 
Stay and be fecretand my feife vyill goe*. 

Rof. To borle, tohorle,urge doubts to thefn that feare> 
ml- Hold out my horfc;aqd I will firft be there* Exen. 
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WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22313) LONDON, 1634 



cf Rtc'nTrd the fecend: 



Seen a Sceentidci. 



Enter Queene, Bufhy,and Bagot. 

Bufh. Madam, your M a/etty is too much fad. 

You promii d when you parted with the King, 

To lay afrdefelfe-harming heavinefle. 

And entertaine acheerefull difpofition. 

L£*.To pleafethe King, I did : to pleafe my fclfe - 
I cannot doe it •• yet I know no caufe 
Why 1 ihould welcome fuch a gueft as griefe, * • 

Save bidding farewell to fo lyveeta gueit 
As my fweec Richard , yet-againeme thinkes 
Some unborne forrow ripe in fortunes wombe 
Is comming towards me , and my inward l'oule 
With nothing tremb]es,at fomething it grieves. 

More than withpacting from my Lord the King. 

Bufh. Each fubfiance of a griei e had twenty fbadews -. 
Which fhewes like griefeit ielfe,butisnot lb; 

For forrowes eye glazed \yith blinding tcares, 

Divides one thing inure, to many objects f :C / ,/? 

Like perlpe&ives,wbicb rightly gaz’d upon \ r , ? h- ; - i 
Shevvnothingbut confufion, ey’d awry, 

Diftinguifht forme: fo your fwcet Maiefty ’ 

Looking awry upon your Lords departure. 

Find drapes of griefe,more then himlelfe to waile 
Which look'd on as it is, is nought. but fhadowes’ 

Of what it is not,, then thrice -gracious ■Q.ueene, 

More then your Lord, .departure weepe not, more’s not 
Yff ft be, us withfalfe lorrows eye, ffeene" 

™ ™ca tor things irue,wetpe things imaginary. 

It may be fo. but yet my inward louie • 
iCrlwades me it is otnerwile. how ere it be 
I cannot but be M; fobcavyiad. ’ . 
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As though on thinking on, no thought I thinke, 

Makes 'me with heavy nothing iaintand lhrinke* 

Bulb. ’Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious lady ) 

Tis nothing lelfe : conceit is ftill deriu'd , J 

From Come fore father greefe, mine is not fo. 

For nothing hath begot my fomething gricfe. 

Or fomething, hath the nothing that I grieve, 

’Tis in revet (ion that I doe noffefle, 

But whatdt is, that is' not yet knowne, what 
I cannot name,’ tis nameieffe woe I wot. Enter Greer,* 
Gree. Heaven lave your Majefty,and well met Gentle. 

1 hope the King is hot yet fhipt for Ireland- ( men; 

ffuj W hy hop’ ft thou fo? ’Tis better hope he is : 

For his defigneS crave hafte, good hope; 

Then wherefore doft thou hope he is not fhipt ? 

GVef-That he our hope, might have retyr d his power. 
And driven into defpaire an enemies hope. 

Who ftrongly hath fet footingin this Land, 

The banifH'd BitJ-Iingbrooke repeales himlelfe, 

And with- -up-lifted Armesislafe arrm'd ' : : 1 ! 

At '&.#ptenfotrg. • ' r 

flu* Now Odd in heaven forbid. 
gree. G Middam ’tis too true: and that is wwfe : , 

The L. Northumberland, bis young forthe,#<»fy zPercf, 

The Lords 

With all theirpdWerfull friends are fled to himv 1 ’ 0 1 *•' 

Btifh. Why.haveydu not proclaimed Northumberland; 
And the reft of the revolted fa&ion Traytors ? ; 

Greeks have -. whereupon the Earle of Wdrcefter 
Hath brokehis ftafFe^refign’d his Stewardlhip, (kook. 
And a lift he houlhold feruants fled with him to Butler.. 

Oh. So Greene, thou art the Midwife of my woe. 

And BuLlingbroohe my forrowes diifnall heyre : 

Now hath my foule brought forth her prodigy; 

And I a gafping new delivered mother, . 1 - 

Haue woe to woejorrow to forrow idyn'df ' ,: - vvl **V 
Bujh, Defpaire hot Madam, f . ? 1 -,<■! r J - 
Oh. Who fltall hinder me? 

I will 



of Richard the fccond, 

I will defpaire,and beat emnity 
With couzening hope ; he is a flatterer, 

A Parafite, a keeper backe of death, • 

Who gently would dtflolvethe bands of iite^-.u'j . '■ j 
■ Which falfe hopes linger inextremity- d • •' ' r 

< Enter Torke. ' ' ■ rn 

Gree, Here conte a the Duke of Yorke. 
flu. With Agues of warre about his aged necke. 

Oh full ofcarcfull btiJiMffe arehis lookes : 

Vncle/or heavetis fake fpeake comfortable words. 

Tor.Cdttifort’s in Heaven, arid we- are on the earth, 
Wherenothing lives but erdfl^s, care, and griefe : 

Your husband he is goneh p lave farre off, 

Whilft others CPrhe to rpakehislOofe-at home 
Here am LWm un'derprSp hif'Lk#d; f" ■ f - ■ 

Who weakd with agefoiibifot fUppoit' ifty-felfe i 



ft 



Now lhall he try his -friends that 'flattered h : ni- 
di ■ • Enter a Servant* '' 1 



iuOfUT 
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-SVr.My Lord, y out fontte was gone'before I came* > 
Tor.Ut was': why fo, goe all which way it wiil: 

The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they are ceid. 
And will I feare revolt on Herefords fide. -i . Jr.-i oi l 




Ser. An hoUreheforeTcame^ the Di?tcbefle : di’der li " 
2* .Heaven for his mercy: what a tide of woes » 
Come rufhing on this wofufl Land ftfcn'cfi’ 1 ' v It 
I know not what to doe : P$m !d to heaven 
(So my vntruth hath notprovoKM him to it ) 
he King had cut Off my head-dfjth my brother^. Tt 
What, are there poftes di Ipa cchr for Ireland ? ■ 

How lhall we doe lor moneyfoi titefe wattes-? : • 
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Come lifter (Cofin I would fay ) pray pardon me j 
Goe fellow, get thee home, provide fome Carts, 

And bring away the Armour that is there. 

Gentlemen, will you niufter men 

If I know how.or which way to order thefe affaires 

Thus dilbrderiy tbruft info my hands* 

Never beleeve me? Both are my kinfmen, 

Tlvonc is my Soveraigne, whom both my oath 
And d uty bids defend : ; jtihe Qthe&againe ; 

Is my kinfman, whom the King bath wrong’d, -rdj.^^nV 
Whom confidence , and. iny kindred -bids to right, 

W ell, fomevv hat we mull doe : Come Cofin, 

- He dii’pofe of you. Gentlemen goe mufter up your men, 
And meet me prefently at Barkley Cattle : , . 

I Ihould to Plafliy toojblit time will not permit, r ». . . ■ 
All is uneven,and every thing is leftathxanci idven. Ex. 

BuJb.Themad fits faire for newes to goe to Ireland, 
But none retumes : for us to levy power 
Proportionable to th’ enemy, is all impoffible. 

Grec. Sefides our neerenelle to the King in love. 

Is needs tbehate of thole love not the King. 

that's the wavering Commons,for their love 
Lies in their putfes, and wholo empties them. 

By fo much fik their hearts with deadly hate. 

, Bufh. Thereinthe King ttands generally condemn’d. 

Bag. If judgement lye in them, then fo doe we, 
Becaule we have beene ever neere the King. 

•GrfflWel!. - ' I vviiHor-refuge ftreight toBrittoIl Cattle. 
The Earle of W iltlh're is already there. 

Bujh. Thither wittlwith you, for little office 
W ill the hateful! Commons performe for us, 

Except like.Curxes, to teare us allinpieces : 

Will you goe along with us? 

5^. No, I will to Ireland to his Maiefty : 

Farewell, if hearts prel'ages be not vaine. 

We three here part, that nev’r fhall mcete againe. 
jff*. That’s as Torl>e thrives to beate backe Bnllwbrooke* 
Gr, Alas poore Duke, the taske he undertakes 

Is 
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Isnumbringfands,and drinking Oceans dry. 

Where one on his fide fights,thouiands will Bye. 

Bujb. Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever. 
Well, we may meet againe* * 

Bag. I feare me never* Exit « 



Selena Tertia, 



Enter the Duke ofHereford } and Northum- 
berland. 

• » 2<d.How farre isit my Lord to Barkley now? 

Nor. Beleeve me noble Lord, 

I am a ftranger here in Gloficrjhire. 

Thefe high wide hils, and rough uneven wayes- 
Drawesout our miles,and makes them wcarylome' 
And yet our faire difeourfe ha th beene as Sugar 
Making the hard way fwcet and delegable : * 

But I bethinke me, what a weary way 
From Ravenfpurgh to Cottfoold will be found 

wiajisissj'acsr'’ 

KrM.KRjggr 

The .‘lent benefit that I poffefle- 
Anu nope to joy , is little Icffe in joy 

By fight of what I have Ifffi mi ° C hath donc ' 
Then yo„ rg ood w„ds: b„ t „ h l ? 

Sent from my brother tlorrfL, Z r< ?> 

Han J how fares your Vncle/ whencel0eve G 



Percy 
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Percy . I had thought, my lord, to have learnd his 
health of you. 

AW. Why is he not with the Queened 

Percy. No, my good Lord,hehath forfooke the Court, 
Broken his Staffe of Office, anddifperft 
The Houfhold of the King* 

Nor. What was his reaton ?- 
He was not fo refolv’d, when vve laft fpake together. 

P ercy .Vitcznk your Lordfhip was proclaimed Traytor. 
But he, my Lord,is gone to Ravenfpurgh, 

To offer fervice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And fentjue overby-Barkcly, to difeover • 

W hat power the Duke of Yorke had levied there. 

Then with direction to repaire to Ravenfpurgh. 

Nor, Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford (Boy?) 

Percy . No, my good Lord ; for that is not forgot 
Which ne’re l did remember : to my knowledge, 

I never in my life did looke on him. 

Nor. Then learne to know him now : this is the Duke* 

Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my fervice. 
Such as it is, being tender,raw, ana young, 

Which elder dayes fhall ripen, and confirme 
To more approved fervice anddefert. 

Bui. I thanke thee gentle Percy, and be fure. 

I count my elfe in.ncthing elfe fo happy,; 

As in a foule remembringmy good friend Si 
And as my fortune ripens with my love. 

It fhall be ftill thy true loves recompence, 

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus leak: .c. 

Nor. How farre is it to Barkley ? and what ftirre 
Keepes good old Yorke there,with his men of Warre ? 

Percy. There Bands the Caftle,by yond tuft of Trees, 
Manna with three hundred men,as I havcheard. 

And initare.the Lords of Yorke , Barkely, and Seymor, 
None elfe of Name, and noble eftimatc. 

Enter RoJfe,and Willoughby * 

Nor. Here comes the Lards of Rojj'e, and Willoughby, 
. ' ' Bloody 



of 'Richard the fecond. 

Bloody with fpurring , fiery red with haft. 

Bttl. Welcome my Lords, I wot your love purfues 
A banifht Traytor ; all my Treafury 
Is yet butunfelt thankes, which more enrich'd. 

Shall be your love, and labours recompence- 
Rof. Your prefence makes vs rich,moft Noble Lord 
Wil* And farre furmounts our labour to attaine it, 
BhI. Evermore thankes, th’Exchequer of the poorc. 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to yeares. 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes here i 
Enter Barkely. 

N jr.It is my Lord of Barkely as I guefle. 

Bark- My Lord of Hereford ,my meffage is to you. 
'Bui. My Lord, my anfweris 10 Lancaster, 

And 1 amcometofeekethat name in England* 
Andlmuft find that Title in your Towne, 

Before I make reply to ought you fay. 

Bark, Miftake me not,my Lord, 'tis not my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out. b 

T 0 you, my Lord, 1 come (what Lord you will) 

From the moft glorious of this Land, 

The Duke of Yorke, to know what pricks you on 
J 0 take advantage of the abfent time. 

And fright our native peace with felfe-borne Armes- 
Enter ?Qrke. 

Bui. I fhall not need tranfport my words by you, 

Here comes his Grace in perfen. My Noble Vncle. 

WU? j hcw me j hy hll T bJe H J eart » and not l hy Knee, 
Whole duty is deceivable and ialfe, 

Bui. My gracious Vncle. 

T ?: r ' T I IJt ’ tut *Grace me noGrace,nor Vncle me, 
j am no Traytors Vncle ; and that word Grace, 
inan ungracious mouth, is but prophane. 

•p, X bave banifh’d, and forbidden Legoes, 

L° nC u t0 t0 u Ch th , edu ft <>f Englands Ground? 

|ut mo rc then why, why have they dat'd to march 
0 many miles upon h er peacefull Bofome 
Fnghtmg her pale fac’d Villages with Warm, 

E 2 a ja 
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And oftentationof defpifed Armes? _ 

Com’ ft thou becaufeth’anoynted King is hence? 

Why foolilh Boy, the King is left behind, 
Andinmyloyall Boforne lyes his power. 

Were I but now the Lord of fuch hot youth. 

As when braue Gamt thy Father, and thy felfe, 

Relcued the blacke Prince, that young Mars of men. 
From forth the Rankes of many thoufand French: 

Oh then , how quickly fhould this Arme of mine, 

Now prifoner to the Flaftiy , chaftifc thee. 

And minifter correftion to thy fault. 

Bui My gracious V ncie,let me know my fault. 

On what condition ftandsit,and wherein ? 

Tor. Even in condition of the worft degree, 

Jngrofte Rebellion,and detefted Trealon : 

Thou art a banifh’d man,and here art come 
Before th’ expiration of thy time, 

In braving Armes againft thy Soveraigne. 

Bui. As I was banifh’d,'! was banifh’d Hereford^ 

But as a I come, I come for Lancaster. 

And noble Yncle, 1 befeech your Grace 
Looke on my wrongs with an indifferent eye ; 

You are my Father, for me thinkes in you 
I fee old Gaunt alive- Oh then my Father, ; 

Will you permit, that I fhall ftana condemn’d £ 
A wandring Vagabond, my Rights and Royalties PJf 

Pluckt from my armes perforce,and given away 
To upftart unforifts ? Wherefore was I borne ? 

If that my Coufin King*, be King of England, 

It muft be granted, I am Dukeof Lancafter- 
You have a iame^umerU, my Noble Kinfman, 

Had you firft died, and he bin thus trod downe. 

He fhould have found his Vncle G*unt a father, > . 

To rowze his wrongs, and chafe thenato the bay, 

I am depyde to fue ray Livery here. 

And yejfwfj Inters Pattens give me lpave ; 

My fatl^sgbo'ds are all.diftraynd, and fold, 

And i&isK^andall aroifle imployd, j 
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What would you haveme doe ? lama fubie&, 

And challenge Lawj Attorneycs are denyd me. 

And therefore perfonally I lay my claime 
To mine inheritance of free Deicent. , 

Nor. The Noble Duke hath beene too much abus’d, • 
Rof.lt ftands your Grace upon to doe him right, 

Wil. Bafemenby his endowments are made great. 
Tor. My Lords of England, let me tell yon this, 

I have had feeling of my tofins wrongs. 

And labour’d all I could to doe him right : 

But in this kind, to come in braving Armes, 
BehisowneGarver, and cut out his way. 

To find out Right with wrongs, it may not be ; 

And you that doe abeit him in this kind, 

Chetifti Rebellion,and are Rebels all. 

Bor. The Noble Duke hath fworne his eomming is 
But for his owne,and for the right of that. 

We all have ftrongly fworncto give him ayd. 

And let him nev’r fee joy,that breaks that oath. 

Par. Well, well, I fee the iflue of thde Armes, 

J cannot mend it, I muft needs confefle, 

Becaufe my power isWeake , and all ill left; • 

But if I could, by him that gave me life, 
would attach you all, ana make you ftoope 
vntothe Soveraigne mercy of the King. 

But fince 1 cannot, be it knowne t© you, 

J doe femaineas Neuter. So fare you well, 

Vnlefic you pleafe to enter in the Caftle, 

And there repofe you for this Night. 

»4 An offer Vncle, that we will accept: 

But we muft winne your Grace to eoewith as 
» n ? 011 C8ftle »' which they fay is held 
By Bu[hie,B ago t find their Complices, 
he Caterpillers of the Commonwealth, 

»Vhich I have fworne to weede,andpluke away. 
or. It may be I will goe with you,but yet ile pawfe, 
r l am loth to breake our Countries Lawes s 
*fOt firiends j norFocs* tome welcome you are^ 

E 3 * Things 
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Things paftredre{fe,arenow with mepaft care. Exeunt* 



Scccna Quartd. 



Enter Salisbury and a Captain?. 

Opt .My Lord of Salisbury,we have ftayd ten daye$ 5 
And hardly kept our Countrymen together. 

And yetweheare no tidings from the King : 

Therefore we will difperfe ourfelves: farewell. 

Sal. Stay yet anotherday, thou trufty Welchman, 
The King repofeth all his confidence in thee. 

Capu Tis-thoughc the King is dead,we will not flay j 
The Bay-treesin our Country all are wither’d. 

The Meteors fright the fixed Starres of Heaven ; 

The pale-fae’d Moone lookes bloody on the Earth, 
And Ieane-lookt Prophets whifpeffearefuU change-# 
Rich menlookeiad, and Ruffians dance and leape, 
Theoneinfeare,tolofewhat they enioy. 

The other to enjoy by Rage, and^Warrc : 

Thefe fignes fore-run the death of Kings. 

Farewell,our Countrymen are gone and fled, 

As well affur’d Richard their King is dead. Exit* 

Sal. Ah Richard , with eyes of heauy mind, 

I fee thy Glory , like a fhooting Starre, 

Fall to the bafe Earth, from the Firmament : 

Thy Sunne lets weeping in the lowly Weft. 
Witnefting ftormes to come, woe, and unreft : 

Thy friends are fled, to waite upon thy foes, 
Andcroffelytothygood,all fortune goes. -Exit* 



of Richard the fecond. 



< Tertm 0 Scxna c Prima. 



Enter BuUmgbrookefforke ^Northumberland) 
RoJfe,Percy JPiltoughby ; with Bttfhy 
and Greene , pr if oners. 

Bui . Bring forth thefe men : 

Bnjby and Greene , I will not vex your foules, 

(Since prefentlyyour foules muft part your bodies) 
With two much urging your pernitious liues. 

For 'twere no Charity : yet to wafh your blood 
From off my hands,' herein the view of men, 

I will unfold fome caufes of your deaths. 

You have mif-lcd a Prince, aroyall King, 

A happy Gentleman in Blood,and Lineaments, 

By you unhappied,and disfigur’d cleane: 

You have in manner with your finfull houres 
Made a Divorce betwixt his Qpeene and him. 

Broke the Pofleflion of a Royall Bed, 

And ftayn’d the beauty of a faire Queenes Cheekes, 
With teares drawne from her eyes , with your foule 
My felfe a Prince, by fortune-of my birth, (wrongs. 

Neere to the King in Blood,and neere in love, 

Till you did make himmif-interpret me. 

Have ftoopt my necke under your iniuries, 

And figh'd my Englifh breath in forraigpe Clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of banilhment; 

While you have fed upon my Seigniories, 

Dif-park’d my Parkes,and fell’d my Forreft woods ; 
From mine owne windowes tome my Houlhold Goat/ 
Raz'd out my Imprefe, leaving me no figeve, 

Save mens opinions, and my living blood. 

To (hew the world I am a Gentleman. 

This ? and much more, much more then twice all this. 

Con- 
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Condemns you to the death : fee them delivered over 
To execution , and the hand of death. 

Bujh. More welcome is the flroke of death to me. 
Then Bulltngbrooke to England. 

Cree . My comfort is, that Heaven will take our foules, 
And plague infuftice with the paines of hell. 

Bui. My Lord Northumberland) fee them difpatch’d: 
Vncle, you fay the Queene is at your Houfe, 

For Heavens iake,fairely let her be intreated, 

Tell her,I fend to her my kind commends ; 

Take Ipcciall care ray greetings be deliver'd, 

2V. A Gentleman of mine, I have difpatch’d 
With Letters of your loue 4 to her at large. 

'Bui. Thankes gentle Vncle: come Lords away. 

To fight with Gendoure , and his Complices ; 

A while to worke,and after holliday. Exunt, 



Sc tend Secunda. 



Drums i Elourifh , and Ctleurs * 

% - • ■ • ' * M , 

Enter Richard,Aumerle jCarltle >and Sou Idlers. 

Rich. Barkloughly Caftle call you this at hand ? 

An. Yea, my Lora: how brooks your Grace theayre, 
After your late tofling on the breaking Seas ? 

Rich. Needs muft I like it well, I weepe for ioy 
To fland upon my Kingdome once againe. 

Deare Earth, I doe falute thee with my hand. 

Though Rebels wound thee with their Horfes hoofes : 
As a long parted Mother with her Child, 

Playes fondly with her teares, and fmiles in meeting, 
So weeping, fmiling, greet I thee the Earth, 

And doe thee favour with my Royall hands, 

Feed not thy Soveraigncs Foe, my gentle Earth, 

Nor with thy fweetes comfort his ravenous fence : 
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But let thy Spiders that fucke tip thy venome. 

And heavy-gated Toade lye in their way; 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feete. 

Which withufurping Heps doe trample thee; 

Yeild flinging Nettles to mine Enemies ; 

And when they from thy bofome plucke a Flower, 
Guard it I prethee with a lurking adder, 

Whole double tongue may with a mortall touch 
Throw death upon thy Soveraignes Enemies* 

Mocke not my fencelefle Conjuration : Lords j 
This earth lhall have a feeling, and thele Stones 
Prove armed Souldiers,ere her native King 
Shall falter under fowle Rebellious Armes. 

Cur.Fearenot my Lord, that power that made you King 
Hath power to keepe you King, in fpight of all • 

Aum-Hz meanes,my Lord,that we are too remifle, 
Whileft Bullingbrooke through their fccurity, 

Growes firong and great, in fubftance and in friends* 
Rich. Eifcomfortable Cofin, knowefl thou not. 

That when the fearching Eye of Heaven is hid 
Bchinde theGlobe,that lights the lower world. 

Then theeves and Robbers raunge abroad unleene, 

In Murders and in out-rage bloody here : 

But when from under this Tcrreftriall Ball 
Hefires the proud tops of the Eafterne Pines, 

And darts his Lightning through ev’ry guilty hole. 

Then Murders,Trea Ions, and detefted finnes 
(The Cloake of Night being pluckt from off their backes) 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themfelves. 

So when this Thiefe,this Traytor Bullingbrooke^ 

Who all this while hath reuell’d in the Night, 

Shall fee us riling in our Throne, the Eaft, 

His Treafons will fitblulhing in his face, 

Not able to endure the fight of day ; 

But felfe-afffighted, tremble at his finne. 

Not all the water in the rough rude Sea 
Can wafh the Balme from an anoynted King ; 
he breath of worldly men cannot depofe 

F 
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The Deputy elected by the Lord s 

For every man that Bullingbrooke hath preft. 

To lift fhrewd Steele againft our Golden Crowne, 
Heaven for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 
A glorious Angell: then if Angels fight, 

Weake men muft fali/or Heaven ftill guards the right* 
Enter Salisbury, 

Welcome my Lord, how farre off lyes your power ? 

Sahsb. Nor neere.nor farther off, my gracious Lord, 
Then this Weake arme; difeomfort guides my tongue. 
And bids me fpeake of nothing but defpaire : 

One day to late, I feare ( my Noble Lord ) 
Hathclouded all my happy dayes on Earth : 

Oh call backe Y elfer day, bid time returne , 

And thou fiult have twelve thoufand fighting men J 
Today, today, unhappie day too late 
Orethrowes thyloyes. Friends, Fortune, and thy State. 
Forallthe VVelch-men hearing thou wert dead. 

Are gone to Bullingbrooke , difperR, and fled* 

Aum. Comfort my Liege, why lookes y our Ci race fo 
pale ? 

Rich. But now the blood of twentie thoufand Men . 
Did triumph in my face , and they are fled. 

And till fo much blood thithercome againe. 

Have I notreafon to looke pale, and dead ? 

All foules that will be fafe , flye from my fide. 

For time hath fet a blot upon my pride. 
jium. Comfort my Liege, remember who you are. 
Rich. I had forgot my felie. Am I not Kino ? 

Awake thou fluggard Majefty, thou fleepeft : ° 

Is not the Kings Name forty thoufand Names ? 

Arme, arme my Name : apunyfubiedt flrikes 
At thy great glory, Looke not to the ground. 

Ye Favorites of a King : are we not high ? 

High be our thoughts : I know my Vncle Torke 

Hath Power enough to ferve our turne. 

Bat who comes here ? enter S create. 

Scroofe. More health and happinefle betide my Liege, 

Then 
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Then can my care-tun'd tongue deliver him • 

Rich. Mine eare is open,and my heart prepar’d: 

The worft is worldly Ioffe, thou canft unfold : 

Say,Is my Kingdome loft - ? why 'twas my Care J 
And what lofTe is it to be rid of Care ? 

Strives Bullingbrooke to be as great as we ? 

Greater he fliall not be : If he ferve God, 

Wee’l ferve him too ; and be his Fellow fo* 

Revolt our fub/e<fts ? That we cannot mend. 

They breake their Faith to God as well as us : 

Cry Woe,Deftru£tion,Ruine, Loffe,Decay, 

The worft is Death,and death will have. his day* 

Snoopc. Glad am I ,that your Highneffe is fo arm’d 
To beare the tidings of Calamity. 

Like an unfealbnable ftormy day. 

Which make the filver Rivers drowne their Shores, 

As if the world were all diffolu’d to teares : 

So high, above his Limits, fwells the Rage 
Of Bull ngbt ooke^ covering your fearefull Land 
With hard bright Steele,and heartsharder then Steele : 
White Beares have arm d theirthin and haireleffe Scalps 
Againft thy Ma/efly , and boyes with womens voyces. 
Strive to fpeake bigge , and clap their female joynts 
In fliffe unwieldy Arraes : againft thy Crowne 
Ihy very Beadlmeo learneto bend their bowes 
Of double fatal! Eugh ’• againft thy ftate 
Yea Diftaffe- Women manage rufty Bills * 

Againft thy Seat both young and old rebell. 

And all goes worfe then I have powerto tel]. 

Rich. Too well,too well thou telfft a TaJefoill* 

V Vhere is the Earle of W iltftiire ?' where is Bagot ? 
VVhat is become of Buty ? where is Greene ? 

That they have let the dangerous Enemy 
Meafure our Confines with fuch peaceful! fteps ? 

If we prevaile, their hands (hall pay for it* 

I warrant they haue made peace with Bullingbrooke. 
lord Peaceh * ve made with himindeede(my 

F 1 Rich, 
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Kick, Oh Villaines,Vipers, damn’d without redemption; 
Dogs, eafily won to fawne on any man. 

Snakes in my heart blood warm’d, that fling my heart. 
Three Iudafles, each one thrice worfe then ludas. 
Would they makepeace? terrible Hell makewarrc, 
Vpon their fpotted fouies for tbisOftence. 

Screope , Sweet love ( I fee ) changing his property, 
Turnestothe fowreft', and moft deadly hate: 

Againe uncnrfe their fouies: their peace is made’ 

W ith Heads,and not with hands : thole whom you curie 
Have felt theworftof deaths deflroying hand. 

And lye-full low, grav d in the hollow ground. 

Aum . I s Bufhj ,G reene , and the Earle of W iltfhire dead 

Scroepe. Yea, all of them at Briftowloft their heads* . 

Aum. Whereis the Dukemy Fatherwith his Power? 

Rich. No matter where, of comfort no man fpeake : 
Let’s talke of Graves, of W ormes,and Epitaphs, 
Makeduft our Paper, and with Rainy Eyes 
Write lbrrow in thebofome of the .Earth* 

Let’s chufe Executors, and talke of Wills : 

And yet not fo ; for what ean we bequeath. 

Save our depofed bodies to the ground ? 

Our Lands, our lives, and all are Bulhugbrookcs a 
And nothing can we call our ownebut Death, 

And that fmall modell of the barren Earth, 

Which ferves as pa lie,? nd cover to our bones s 
For Heavens fake let u* fit upon the ground. 

And tell fad ftones or the death of Kings . 

How feme have beene depos’d , feme flaine in warre. 
Some haunted by the Ghofts they have depos’d, 

Some poyforid by their Wives, fomefleeping kill’d, 
All murtherxl. For within the hoi low Crowne 
That rounds the mortail temples ofa King, 

Keepes Death bis ' ourt ; and there the Antique fits 
Scoffing hiyftate, and grinning at his pompe, 

Allowing him a breath, a little Scene, 

To Monarchize, be fear’d, and kill with lookes, 
Jafufing him with fclfc and vaine conceit, . 



ef Richatcl the fecond. . 

A? if this Flefh , which walls about our Life, > 

V Vcre Bra fie impregnable : and humor’d thus. 

Comes at the lafl, and with a little Pinne 
Boares through his Cattle Walls, and farewell King 
Cover your heads, and mocke not flefh and, blood 
With folemne Reverence: throw away Refpeft, 
Tradition, forme, and Ceremonious duty. 

For you have but m’ftookc me all this while *• 

Ilive with bread like you , feeleWant, 

TalleGriefe, need Friends : iubjiefled thus. 

How can you fay to me,! am a King ? 

Carl. My Lord ;wife men ne’re wailetheir prclent Woes, 
But prefcntly prevent thewayes to waiie : 

To fe are the Foe,fince feare opprefleth flrength. 

Gives in your weakenefle, flrength unto^yourFoe ; 
Feare,ana be flaine , no worfe cancome to fight. 

And fight and die, is death deflroying death* 

Where fearing dying, payes death fervile breath. 

Aum. My Father hath a Power, enquire of him. 

And learne to make a Body of a Limbe. 

A^.Thotichid’ft me welbproud Bullinghroo\e I come 
Toshange b’owes with thee, for our day of Dooms': 

This Ague-fit of feare is over-blowne. 

An eafie tarske it is to win our ownc. 

Say Screope, where lies ourVncle with his-Power? 
Speakefwtetiy man,akboughthy lookes be fowre. 

Scroop#. Men iudgeby the complexion of the skic 
The flare and indication of the day, 

So may you by my dull and heavy Eye: 

My tongue hath but a heavier Tale to fay : 

I play the torturerby final! and fmall 
7 o lengthen out die worft,that mufl be fpoken, . 

Your Vncle T ork<- is . oyn’d with Bulliugbrook^, 

And all youi North-.rne Caflles yeilded up, 

And all your loucherne cntiemen in Aimes 
Vpen his Faflion. 
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The Life arid Death 

Of that fweet way I was in,to difpaire : 

W hat fay you now ? what comfort have we now ? 

By heaven He hate him everlaftingly , 

Thatbids me be of comfort any more. 

Goe to Flint Gaftle,there He pine away, 

A King, Woes flave,lhall Kingly W oe obey: 

That power I have, difcharge, and let ’em goe 
To care the Land, that hath fome hope to grow 
For I have none- Let no man fpeake againe 
To alter this, forcounfaile is butvaine, 

Aum- My Liege, one word- 
Rich. He docs me double wrong, 

That wound s me with the flatteries of his tongue, 
Difcharge my followers : let them hence away. 

From Richards Night,to Bullingbrookes faire Day- Exiit, 
cj tifticz fa w i xov*. i > n f cnifj: sc jr.n.ruv'i 

■ni i . i — - - - — — ■ L - - 1 - - - - - — rr a , 

Sc, tend Inertia. 



Enter with Drum and Colours fiullingbrooke t T orky t 
Northumberland , Attendants. 

Bui. So that by this intelligence we learne 
The Welchmen aredifpers’d, and Salisbury 
Is gone to meete the King, who lately landed 
With fome few private friends,upon this Coaft. 

Nor. The news is very faire and good my Lord, 
Richard not farre from hence, hath hid his head. 

Lor. It would befeemethe Lord Northumberland, 

To lay King R ichard : a lacke the heavy day. 

When fuch a facred King Ihould hide his head. 

Nor. Your Grace millakes: onely to be briefe. 

Left I this Title out- 

Lor. The time hath beene. 

Would you havebeene fo briefe wirh him,he would 
Have beene fo briefe with you, to Ihorten you. 

For taking fo the head j your whole heads length* 

BnU 



of Richard the fecond. 

'BuU Miftake Dot(Vncle) farther than you Ihould. 

7V.Take not (good Cofin) farther than you Ihould, 
Leafl you miftake, the heavens are ore your head- 

Bui. I know it ( Vndc) and oppofe not my felfe 
Againft their will-But who comes here ? 

Enter Percy - 

Welcome Harry : what, will not this Caftle yeeld ? 

/Vr- The Caftle royally ismann’d, rpy Lord, 

Againft thy entrance. 

iW- Royally Why,it contaynes no King ? 

Per. Yes (my good Lord) 

It doth containea King: King Richard lyes 
Within the limits of y end Lime and Stone, 

And with him the Lord Aumerle^ Lord Salisbury 
Sir Stephen Scroope, befides a Cleargy man 
Of holy reverence : who, I cannot learne. 

Nor. Oh,belikeit is the Bilhop of Carlile. 

Bui - Noble Lord, 

Goe to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftle, 

Throngh Brazen Trumpet fend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruin’d Eares, and thus deliver-: 

Henry Bullingbrooke upon his knees doth kilfe 
King Richards hand, and lends allegeance 
And true faythof heart tohisroyall Perfon: hither come 
Even at hisfeete,to lay myarmes and power 
Provided, that my Banilhment repeal d. 

And Lands reftor’d againe, be freely granted: 
Ifnot,ileule th’advantage otmypower. 

And laythefummers duft with Ihowers of bipod 
Rayn'd from the wounds of flaughter’d Englilhmen; 
The which, how farre off from the mind of Bydlingbrooie 
It is,fuch CrimfonTempeft Ihould bedrench 
The frelh greene Lap ol faire King Richards Land 
My (looping duty tenderly (hall Ihevv- ^ 

Goefignifie as much, while here we march 

Vpon the Grallie Carpet ofthis plains - 

Let’s march vyithout the noyfe of threatning Dtum,- 

That from this Caftels tatter d Battelments 

•jho “ Oar 
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Our fa ire Appoyntments may be well perus’d 
Me thirties KingRicbard and my felfe Ihould meetc 
With no lefie terror then the Elements . 

Of Fire and Water, when their thundering fmoake 
At meeting teares the cloudy cheekcs of Heaven : 

Be he the fire , lie be the yeilding Water ; 

The rage be his, while on the Earth I nune 

My Waters on the Earth, and not on him. 

March on, and marke King Richard how he Iookes . 

Parle without, and anfwcr within : then a Flour if). 
Enter on the Walls ^Rickardfarlile^Aumerle^Scroo^ 
Salisbury • 

See, fee, King Richard dothhimielfe appeare 
As doth the blulhingdifcontented Sunne, 

From out the fiery Portall of the Eaft. 

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dimme his glory, and to flaine the trait 

Of his bright paffage to the Occident. 

Tor, Yet Iookes he like a King : behold his Eye 
(As bright as is the Eagles) lightens forth 
Controlling Ma jelly : alacke,alacke,forwoe, 

That any harme ihould ftaine fo faire a fliow. 

Rich. We are amaz'd, and thus long have we flood 
To watch the fearefull bending of thy Knee, 

Beeaufe we thought our felfe thy lawfullKmg; 

And if we be,hovv dare thy ioynts forget 
To pay the awfull duty, of our prefence? 

If we be not, fhew us the hand of God, 

That hath difmis’d us from ourStewardlhip, 

For well we know no hand of blood and bone 
Can gripe the (acred handle of our Scepter, 

Vnleffe he doe. prophane, fteale or ufurpe. 

And though you thinke,thatallas you have done, 
Have torne their foules,by turning them from us, 

And we are barren, and bereft of friends : 

Yet know,tny matter, God Omnipotent, 

Is muttring in his Clouds, in our bchalfe, 

Arjjiies of Peftilence,and they fhall ftrike 



of Richard the fecond . 

YourfShildren yet unborne, and unbegot, 

ThatTift your Valfall hands againfl my head. 

And threat the glory of my precious Crowne» 

Tell Bulling brooke, for yond me thinkes he is. 

That every ttride he makes upon my Land, 

Is dangerous Treafon: he is come to ope 
The purple Teflament of bleeding Warre ; 

But ere the Crowne he Iookes for, live in peace. 

Ten thoufand bloody crownes of Mothers Sonnes 
Shall ill become the flower of Englanas face. 

Change the complexion of her Maide-pale Peace 

To Scarlet indignation , and bedew 

Her pallors Grafle with faythfull Englifh blood. 

Nor. The King of Heaven forbid our Lord the King 
Should fo with civill and vncivill Armes 
Berufh d upon: Thy thrice-noble Cofin, 

Harry B ullingbrooke , doth humbly kifTe thy hand. 

And by the honourable Tombe he fweares, 

That (lands upon your Royall Grandfires Bones, 

And by the royalties of both your bloods. 

(Currents that (pring from one mod gracious head) 

And by the buried hand of Warlike gaunt. 

And by the worth and honour of himfelfe. 

Comprizing all that may be fwome, or fayd, 

Hiscomming hither hath no farther fcope. 

Then for his Lineall Royalties,and to begge 
Infranchifement-immediate on his knees : 

Which on thy Royall party granted once. 

His glittering Armes he will commend to ruft. 

His barbed Steeds to ftables,and his heart 
* olaythfull fervice of your Maiefty : 

This fweares he as he is a Prince, is juft. 

And as I am a Gentleman I credit him. 

returnes 
without’ U Jontrad S iaion : ' ' : 

with all the gracious utterance*hou haft, 

^ Speake 



% «*» : The Kin 

His Nob e Gofin is right welcome hither. 
And all the number of his faire demand* 
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Speaketo his gentle hearing kind commends. 

We doe debate our felfe ( Cofin ) doe we not. 

To looke fo poorely , and to fpeake To faire ? 

Shall we callbacke Northumberland and fend 
Defiance to the Tray tor and lo die ? 

^«<w.No,good mv Lord, let's fight with gentle words, 

Till time lend friends, and friends their hopefull Swords* 
Rich, Oh God,oh God, that ere this tongue of mine. 
That layd the fentence of dread Banifhmenc 
On yond proud man, fliould take it of againe 
With words of fqoth : O that I were as great 
A s is my Griefe, or Iefler than my Name, 

Or that I could forget what I have beene, 

Or not remember w hat I muft be now : 

Swell’ft thoii proud heart ? lie giue thee Grope to bcate. 
Since foes have fcopc to beate both thee and me* , ' 

Au,N orthumberland comes haqke from Bullingbroo f^e, 
Rich.VV hat muft the King doe now •? muf . he fubrnit?. 
The Kingfhall doe it : Mutt he be depos’d? 

TheKing (hall be contented : Mufthelofe 
The Name of King ? o’ Gods Name let it goe* 
lie give my Iewels for a fet of beades, 

My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage, 

My gay Apparrell , for an Almes-mans Gowne, 

•My figur d Goblets, for a Difhof Wood, 

My Scepter for a Palmers walking Staffe, 

MySubje&s, for a pa yre of carved Saints, rfnl | 

And my large Kingdome-, for a little Grave, 

A little little Grave, an obfcure Grave « 

Or He be buried in the Kings high-way. 

Some way of common Trade, where Subje&s feete 
May howrely trample on then; Soveraignes Head : 

Eor on my heart they tread now , - whileft I live j 
And buried once, why not upon my Head ? 

-d timer le , thou weep’ ft ( my tender-hearted Cofin ) : 

Wee’le make foule Weather with de'pifed Tearesi 
©ur fighs, and they, (hall lodge the Summer Corne, 

And make a Dearth in this Revolting Land, 




Or fliall we play the wantons, with our woes. 

And make fome pretty match with fhedding tear es’? 

As thus: to drop them ftill upon one place. 

Till they have fretted us a paireof Graves, 

Within the Earth: and therein layd, there lies 
Two Kinfmen digg’d their Graves with weeping Eyes ? 
Would not thisill, doe well ? well, well, I fee 
I talke but idly,and you mocke at me* 

Moft mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland , 

What fayes King Bulltngbrooke ? will his Majefty 
G ive Richard leave to live, till Richard die ? 

'You make a legge and Bullingbrooke fayes I, 

Nor. My Lora, in the bafe Court he doth attend 
Tolpeakewith you, may itplcafeyou tocome downe. 

if/tr/j. Do wne,downe I come, like glift’ring Phaeton, 
Wanting the manage ofunruly lades. 

In the bafe Court.? bafe Court where Kings grow bale 
Tocome at Traytors calls, and doe them grace. (King* 

In the bafe Court come downe: downe Court, downe 
For Night-Owles fhrike, where mounting Larks fliould 
BuU W hat fayes his Majefty ? (fine. 

Afor.Sorrow and griefe of heart v b 

Makes him fpeake fondly, like a franticke man? 

Yet heis come. 

Bui. Stand all apart. 

And (hew faire duty to his Maiefty. 

My gracious Lord- 
R ich. Faire Cofin, 

Y ou debafe your Princely knee. 

To make the bafe earth proud with kitting it. 

Me rather had, my heart might feele your love, 
i han my unpleas d Eye fee your courtefie. 

Vp Cohn, up, your Heart is up,I know, 

Jhushighat leaft, although your knee be low. 

Bul. My gracious Lord, I come bur for niih6 oWne 

r V 5 VO***™* I am yours,ahdalL ‘ 
.So farre be mine, (my moft redoubted Lord 1 
As my true fervice {ball deferue your love. ^ 

* ^ 2 Rich* 
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Rich. Well you deferv’d : 

They well deferueto have. 

That know the ftrong’ft,and fureft way to get* 

Vncle give me your hand : na-y,dry your eyes, 

Teares (hew their love,but want their remidies* 

Cofin lam too young to be your l ather. 

Though you are old enough to be my Heire* 

What you will have. He give, and willing too, 

For doe we fnoft, what force will have us doc* 

Set on toward s London : 

Cofifi,is it fo ? 

A#/. Yea,my good Lord* 

X ir^.Then I mull not fay,no. Fhttrifh, Exeunt, 



: Stma Quinta. 

*— — — — • — 

Enter Qjieene /wd trvo Ladies, 

£hf. What fport (hall we devi/e here in this Garden, 
To driue away the heavy thought of Care ? 
Z«*.Madam,we’le play at. Bowles* 

^a.'Twill make me thinke the world is full of Rubs, 
And that my fortune runnes againft the Byas* 

La. Madam, wele Dance; 
i9«. My leggescan keepe no meafure in Delight, 
When my poore heart no meafure keepe s in Gi iefe* 
Therefore no Dancing (Girle) fome other fport. 

A*. Madam, we’le tell Tales. 

Qu.QC forrow, or of griefe ? 

La, OF eyther Madam* 

£ht,. Of neyther Girle. 

For if of ioy,being altogether wanting. 

It doth remember me the more of (brrow 
Or If of griefc,being altogether had, 

Itaddcs more forrow to my want of joy : 

For what I have, I neednot to repeat } 

v - ‘ And 



of Richard the fecond. 

And what T want, it bootes not to complaine* 

La. Madam , Ilefing* 

Qu'T\% well that thou haft caufe ; 

But thou Ihould ft pleafe me better, would’ft thou weenie. 
La. I could weepe,Madam , would it doe you good. 
gn. And'I could fing, would weeping doe me good. 
And never borrow any Teareofthee* 

Enter a Gardiner, and two Sera ants , 

But ftay, heere comes the Gardiners. 

Let’s ftep into the fhadow oftheleTrees* 

My wretchednefle,unto a Row ofPinnes, 

They’lc talke of ftate : for every one doth Co, 

Againft a change;Woe is fore-runne with woe* 

Gard.Coc binde thou up yond dangling Apricocks, ' 
Which like unruly Children,make their Syre 
Stoupe with oppreflion of their prodigall weight j 
Give fome fupportance to the bending twigges* 

Goe thou , and like an Executioner 

Cut off the heads of, too faft growing fprayes* 

That looke too lofty in our Common-wealth ; - 
All'muft be even,in our Governement* 

You thus'imploy’d , I will goe root away 1 
The noyfome weedesjthat without profit luckc 
(The Soyles fertility from wholefbme flowers* 

Ser. Why fhould we,in thecompafl'e of a Pale, 

Keepe Law and Forme, and due Proportion, : 

Shewing as in a Model! our firme ftate f 
Whenour Sea-walled Garden,( the whole Land ) 

Isfull of Wecdesjher faireft Flowers choakt up, 

Her Fruit-trees all unpruin d,her Hedges ruin’d, 

Her Knots difOrder’a,and her wholdome Hearbes 
Swarming withCaterpillers. 

Card. Hold thy peace* 

He that hath fuffer’d this diford er’ d Spring, 

Hath nowhimfelfe met with the Fall of Leafe; 
he Weeds that his broad -fpreading Leaves did flicker, 
J hat leem’d , m eating him, to hold him up. 

Arc pull’d up,Root, and all, by Bnllingbrooke ... 



J 
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4 rneane the Earleof W iltfhire, BuJhj, Greene, 

Ser ♦ What are they dead ? 

Card' They are. 

And Btillingbrooke hath feiz’d the waflefull King, 

What pitty is it, that be hath not trim’d 
And dreft his Land, as we this Garden, at time of yca^ , 
And wound the Barke,thc skin of our Fruite-trees, * • 

Leaft being over-proud with Sap and Blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felfe ? 

Had he done Ib.to great and growing men. 

They might have liv'd to bcare, and he to tafte 
Their fruits of duty. All fuperfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughesmay Jive; 

Had he done fo, himfelfe had borne the Crewne, 

Which wafteand idlehoures,hath quite throwne dowae. 
Ser. Wh&t thinke you the King fliall be depos’d ? 
Gdr^.Depreft heis already, and depos'd 
*Tis doubted he will be. Letters came laft night 
To adeare friend of the Duke of Porke, 

1 hat tell blacke tidings* 

^w.Ohl ampreft to death, through want oflpeaking: 
Thou old Mams likeneffe, fet to drefle this Garden : 
How dares thy harfh tongue found this unplcaling 
W hat Eve , what ferpent Hath fuggefted thee, (newes ? 
To make a fecond fall of curled man ? 

Why do’ft thou fay King Richard is depos’d? 

Dar’ft thou,(thou little better thing then earth) 

Divine his downefall? Say where, when, and how 
Cam’ft thou by this illtydings? Speake thou wretch. 

GW.Pardon me Madam- Little joy have I 
To breath thefe newes; yet what Ifay,is true; 

King Richard , he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bullingbroohc, their fortunes both are weigh’d : 

In your Lords Scale, is nothing but himfelfe. 

And feme few vanities,that make him light ; 

But in the Ballanceof gtc&tBu/lingbroobe, 

Befides himfelfe, are all the Englifh Peeres, 

And with thatoddes he weighes King Richard downed 



of Richard the fecond. 

Poft you to London, and you’l finde it fb, 

I fpeake no more, then every one doth know* 

*23' Nibble mifchance,that art fo light of foote, 
Dothnot thy Embaffage belong to me t 
And am I laft that know it ? Oh thou think’ft 
To feme me laft, that I may longeft keepe 
Thyforrow in my breaft. Come Ladies goe. 

To meet at London, Londons King in woe. 

What,wasl borne to this? that myfadlooke 
Should grace the Triumph of great Bulltngbrooke 21 
Gard’ner, for telling me this newes of woe- 
I would the Plants thou graft’d may never grow. Exit, 
Gard. Poore Qpeene , fb that thy ftate might be no 
I would my skill were fubieft to thy curie ; ( worfe 9 

Here did fhedropa teare, here in this place 
He fet a Banke of Rew,(fowre Herbe of Grace:) 

Rue,ev n for ruth, here fhortly fliall be feene. 

In the remembrance of a weeping Queene. Exit* 



Quartos 0 Selena ‘Prima. 



Enter at to the Parliament, Btillmgbrooke,Atimcrlc ,Nor° 
thHmberla»d ) Percj,Fttz,-W'ater,Surrej,Carltle y Abbot 

of, W eflminft er. Herauid, Office r*, and Bagot. 



Mow Bagot, freely fpeake thy mind, 

VVhat thou doft know of Noble Glo fieri death 
Who wrought it with the King.and who perform’d 
The bloody Office of his timeleflc end. 

Then fet before my face the Lord Atmerle. 

K 1 ' V, ’ fta , nd forth and looke upon that man* 
f ag. My Lord tAemerle, I know your daring tongue 
Scornes to unfay what it hath once deliver’d* 5 S 
^nthat dead time, when glowers death wasplotted. 
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I heard you fey, Is not my arme of length,' 

That reacheth from the reftfull Englifh Court 
As farre as CaIlis,to my Vncles head ? 

Amoneft much other talke,that very time, 

I heard you fey, that you had rather refule 
The offer of an hundred thoufand Crown es. 

Then Bulltngbrookes returne to England ; ad ding withal] 
How bleft this Land would be,inthis your Cofins death! 

Aum. Princes and Noble Lords : 

What anfwer fhall 1 maketo this bale man : 

Shall 1 fo much drfhonour my faire ftarrcs, 

Onequall termes to give him chafticcmcnt ? 

Eyther I muft,or have mine honour fpoyl’d 
With th* Atteindor of his fland’rous lips. 

There is my Gage, the manuall leale of death 
That markes thee out for hell. Thou lyeft. 

And will maintaine what thou haft fayd^s falfe. 

In thy hearts blood, though being all too bale. 

To ftainc the temper of my Knightly fword. 

“Bul.Bagot forbeare,thou fhalt not take it up. 

Aum . Excepting one, I would he were the heft 
In all this prefence,tha t hath moved me fo • 

Fit*.. If that thy valour fland onfympathies : 

T here is my Gage, Aumerle , in Gage to thine : 

Bjuhat faire funne.that fhewes me where thou ftand’ft, 
I heard thee fay,(and vantingly thou fpak'ft it ) 

T hat thou vyer’t caufe of Noble Gloftcr* death* 

If thou denicft it,twcnty times thou lyeft. 

And I will turne thy fallehood to thy heart, 

,W here it was forged with my Rapiers poynt. 
^##«r.Thoudar’ft not (Coward) live to fee the day. 
Fit.*** Now by, my Soule, I would it were this houre* 
■Aum»Fitz,water thou art damn'd to hell for this. 

Per. %/t timer le, thou lyeft this honour is as true 
Inthisappeale,asthouartall uniuft: 

And that thou art lo,there I throw my Gage 
To proveit on thee,to th*. extreameft poynt 
Of mortall breathing* Seize it if thou dar'ft* 

aAhdi* 



of Richard the fecond. 

Aum-hnd if I doe not, may my hands rot off, 

And never brandifii more revengefull Steele, 

Over the glittering Helmet of my Foe* 

Sur^ My Lord F it water X 
J doe remember well, the very time 
Anmerlt, and you did talke. 

Fit& My Lord, 

'Tis very true : You were in prefence then ; 

And youcan witnefie withme, this is true* 

5«r. As falfe, by heaven, 

As heaven it felfeistruc. 

Fit*.- Furry , thou lyeft, 

Sur. Difhonourable Boy; 

That lye fhalllyelo heauyonmy fword. 

That it fhall render Vengeance and Revenge, 

Till thou the Lye-giver ,and that lye, doe lye 
In earth as quiet,as thy Fathers Scull* 
I:iproofewhereof,thereis mine Honours pawne. 
Engage it to the Try all, if thou dar’ft* 

Fitxj. How fondly doft thou fpurre a forward Horfe ? 
If I dare eate,or drinke.or breath, or live, 

I dare meete Surry in a WildernefTe, 

And fpit upon him,whilft I fay he lies. 

And hes,and lies: there is my bond ofFaith, 

To tye thee to my ftrong Correiftion* 

As I intended to thrive in this new world, 

Aumerle is guilty of my true appeale. 

Befides,I heard the banifh'd Norfolke fay, 

That thou Aumerle did ft fend two of thy men. 

To execute the Noble Duke at Callis* 

Aum. Some honeft C'hriftiantruft me with a Gage, 
That Norfolke lies. here doe I throw downe this. 

If he may be repeald, to try his honour* 

Bui. Thefe differences fhall all reft under Gage, 
Till Norfolke be repeal'd : repeal’d he fhall be ; 

(And though mine Enemy) reftor’d againe 

To all his Lands and Seigniories: whenhee’s return’d 

Againft Aumerle we will inforce his Tryall* 

H C 
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€ar. That honourable day (ball ne’re be feenc< 

Many a time hath banifh’d Norfolk/ fought 
For lefu Chrift,in glorious Chriftian field 
Streaming the Enfigne of the Chriftian Croffe 
Againft blacke Pagans, Turkes, and Saracens: 

And toyl’d with workesof warre, retyr’d himfelfe 

To Italy , and there at V mice gave 

His Body to that pleafant Countries Earth, 

And his pure foule unto his Captaine Ciiri ft, 

Vnder whofe Colours he had fought folong, 

Bui. Why Bilhop, is Nor for}/ dead ? 

Carl. Asfureas 1 live my Lord. 

^ Bui. Sweet peace conduct his fweet foule 
To the Bofome of good old Abraham. 

Lords Appealants , your differences Thai 1 all reft under 
Till we alligne you to yourdayes of Tryall. (gage. 
Enter Cork/. 

Torke. Great Duke of Lancafter, I come to thee 
From Plume-pluckt Richard,who with willing foule 
Adoptsthee Heire, and his high Scepter ycelds 
To the pofleflion of thy Royall Hand. 

Afcend his Throne, defending now from him. 

And long live Henry , of that Name the Fourth, 

Bui. In Gods Name, He afcend the Regall throne, 
Carl. Mary, Heaven forbid. 

VVorft in this Royall Frefence may I fpeake. 

Yet be ft befeeming me to fpeake the truth- 
Would God, that any in this Noble Prefence 
Were enough Noble to be upright Judge 
Of Noble Richard -, then true Nobleneiie Would 
Learnehim forbearance from fo foule a Wrong. 

What fub/eft can give fentence on his King ? 

And who fits here, that is not Richards fubjeit ? 

Theeves are not judg d,but they arc by to heare 
Although apparant guilt be feene in them : 

And (hall the figure of Gods Ma/efty, r?o N. 
His Captaine, ftevvard. Deputy e'e<ft, 

Anoynted, Crown’d and planted many year esi 




0/ Richard the fecond. 

Be judg’d by fub/ecfts.and inferior breath,' 

And hehimfelfe not prefent ? Oh,forbid ,it God, 

That in a Chriftian Climate , foulesrefinde 
Should fhew foheynous, blacke, obfcenea deed. 

I fpeake to fubjeds, and a fub/edf fpeakes, 

Stirr’d up by Heaven, thus boldly for his King. 

My Lord of Her e for dheve whom you call King, . ( 

Is a foule Traytor to prowd Herefords King. 

And if you Crowne him,let me prophecy, 

The blood ofEnglilh fhall manure the ground. 

And future ages groane for his foule A6t. 

Peace fhall goe fieepe with Turkes and Infidels, 

And in this Seat of Peace, tumultuous Wanes 

Shall Kinne with Kinne, and Kinde with Kindc confound , 

Diforder,Horror,Feare,and Mutiny 

Shall here inhabiteand this Land be call’d 

The field ofGolgotha, and dead mens fculls. 

Oh, if you reare this Houle againft this Houfe 
]t will the wofulleft Divifion prove. 

That ever fell upon this curled Earth, 

Preventit, refiftit, letitnotbe fo, 

Leaft Child, Childs Children cry againft you. Woe. 

North. Well have you argu’d Sir : and for your paines, 
Of Capitall Trealon we arreft you here. 

My Lord of Weftminfter,be it your charge, 
Tokeepehimfafely.till his day of Tryall. 

Mayit pleafeyou , Lords, to grant the Commons Suit ? 

A«//.Fetch hither Richard, tbitin common view 
He may furrender : fo we fh«H proceedc 
Without lufpition. 

Tor. I will be his Conduft. Exit . 

Bull. Lords, you that here are under our Arreft, 

Procure your Sureties for yourDayes of Anlwcr : 

Little are we beholding to your Love, 

And little look’d for at your helping Hands : 

Enter Richard andYorke. 

Rich. Alack, why am I fent for to a King, 

Before I have fhookeoff the Regall thoughts 
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Wherewith I reign’d ? I hardly yet have learnt 
To infinuate , flatter, bow, and bend my Knee, 

Give Sorrow leave a while , to returneme 
To this fulimiflion* Yet I will remember . 

The favors ofthefe men : were they not mine ? 

Did they not fometimc cry. All hayle to- me 
So Judas did to Chrift : but he in twelve, 

Found truth in all, but one ; I, in twelve thoufand, nope, 
God lave the King '• will no man fay , Amen .? 

Am t both PricA and Clarke ? well then. Amen, 

God fave the King , although 1 be not he: 

And yet Amen , it Heaven doe thinke him me. 

To doe what fervice, am I lent for hither ? 

Tor. To doethat office of thine owne good will. 
Which tyred Majedydid make thee offer. t 
The Refignation of thy State and Crowne 
To Henry Bullingbrooke' 

Rich. Give me the Crown-Here Cofin. feize the Crown! 
Here Cofin, on this fide my Hand, on that fide thine. 
Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 

That owes two Buckets, filling one another. 

The emptier ever dancing in the ayre, 

The other downe , unfeene , and full of W ater : 

That Bucket downe, andfullot’Tearesam I, 

Drinking my Gr-iefes, whilft you mount up on high. 
Bui 1 thought you had beene willing to refigne. 

Ktclu My Crowne I am , but dill my Griefesare mine: 
You may my Glories and my State depofe. 

But not my Griefes; dill $m I King of thofe* 

"Bui. Part of your Cares you give me with your Crown. 
Rich. You: Cares let up,doe, not pluck my Cares down. 
My Care, is Ioffe of Care, by old Care done, 

Your Care , isgaineof Care, bynewCarewonne : 

The Cares I giue,I have, though given away. 

They tend the Crowne,yet dill with me they day : )( jA 
Bui, Are you contented to refigne the Crowne 
Kick- I.no ; no, I J fpr I mud nothing be : 

Therefore no.no, for 1 refigne to thee- ,,, 

• • Now- 



of Richard the feernd'. 

Now, marke me how I will undos my felfe. 
i give this heauy weight from oft my Head, 

And this unwieldy Scepter from my hand. 

The pride of Kingly fway from out my heart. 

With mine owne Teares I wafh away my blame, v 
With mine owne hands I give away my Crowne- 
With mine owne Tongue deny my facred State, 

V/ith mine owne breath re-lea fe all dutious Oathes : 
All pompe and Maiefiy I doe for-fwcare: 

My Mannors, Rents, Revenews, I forgoe 

My AtTs, Decrees, and Statutes I deny : 

God pardonall Oathes that are broke to me, 

God keepe all vowes unbroke are made to thee- 
Makeme,iat nothing have, with nothing griev’d, 
And- thou withal! pleas-’ d, that had all atchiev’d, 

Long may d thou live in R ichards Seate to fit. 

And foone lie Richard in an earthy pit* 

• God fave King -HWj.un-king’d Richard fayes. 

And fend him many yeares of fupne-fUine dayes- 
What more remaines ? 

Nor. No more : but that you read 
Thefe Accufations, and thefe grievous Crymes, 
Committed by your perfon,and your followers 
Againfbthe date,and profit of this Land : 

1 hat by confelfing them, the foules of men 
M ay deeme, that you- are worthily depos’d.. 

Rich. Mud I doe fo ?_ and mud I ravell out 
My weav’d up foil yes? G entle N or th amber land ^ . 

If thy Offences were upon Re cor d , 

Would it not fhame thee in fo fairea troupe,. : >1 
To reade a Le&ure cf them ? I f thojawould’dr, 
There fhould’d thou find one haynous Article 
Containing.the depofingofa King, 

And cracking the llrong warrant Qf ah.Qajtht 
Mark’d with a Blot,damn’drintbch.ooke ©f Heaven, 
Nay, all of you>that fland and iooke upon mej Ils3i3 
Whir ft that my wretchednefle doth bait iny felfe. 
Though feme of you, with Relate wafh your hands, 
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Shewing an outward pitty : yet you Pilatet 
Have here deliver’d me to my fowre Crofle, 

And Water cannot wafh away yourfinne. 

Nor- My Lord difpatch,read o’re thefe Articles* 

R >ch* Mine eyes are full of tearcs,I cannot lee : 

And yet fait- water blindes them not fo muchj 
But they can fee a fort of Traytors here, 

Nay,if l turne mine eyes upon my felfe, 

I finde my felfe a Traytor with the reft 
For I have given here my foules confent, 

T’ undecke the pompous body of a King ; 

Made glory bale, a foveraigne,a flave ; 

Proud Maiefty,a fubie<ft ; State, a Pefant, 

AW. My Lord. , 

R/V^.No Lord of thine, thou haught-infulting man • 
No,nor no mans Lord : I have noName,no Title : *• 
No, not that Name was given me at the Font, 

But*tis ufurpt: alackethe heavy day, 

Thatl have worne lb many Winters out. 

And know not now,what Name to call my felfe, 

Oh,that I were a mockery, King of Snow, 

Standing before the funne of Bullingbrooke i 
To melt my felfe away in Water-drops: 

Good King,great King, and yet not greatly good. 

And tr my word be ftcrling yet in England, 

Let it command a mirror hither ftraight. 

That it may fliew me what a face I have. 

Since it is Bankrupt of his Maiefty, 

2?«/.Goc iome ofyou, and fetch a Looking-Glade. 
Nor Read o re this Paper .while the Glafle doth come* 
thou torments me.erel come to Hell. 
at “ 00 m ° re my *- ord Northumberland. 

/Vcr. The Commons will not then befatisfy’d. 
Ri^.They fltah be fatisfy’d : ife reade enough, 

When I doe fee the very Bookeindeed, 

,Where all my finnes are writ, ahd that’s my felfe. 

Enter one v>ith a GUfe. 

Giye me that Glafle, and therein will I reade. 

No 



of Richard the fecond. 

No deeper wrinkles yet? hath forrow ftrucke 

co many blowes upon this face of mine. 

And made no deeper wounds ? Qh flattering Glafle, 

Like to my followers in profperity. 

Thou do'ft beguile me. Was this face the face 
That every day, under his houfhold Roofe, . 

Did keepe ten thoufand men ? was this the face. 
That like the funne did make beholders winke ? 

Is this the face, which fac’d fo many follyes. 

That was at la ft out-fac’d by Bullmgbrooke ? ■<• 

A brittle glory fhineth in this face. 

As brittle as the Glory, is the faee. 

For there it is, crackt in an hundred {Rivers* 

Marke filent King, the Morall of this fport. 

How foonc my forrow hath deftroy’d my face* 

Bid. The. fhadow of your forrow hath deftroy’d 
The fhadow of your face. 

Rich. Say that againe. 

The fhadow of my forrow : ha, lets fee, 

,’Tisvery true,my griefe lyes all within. 

And thefe externall manners of laments, 
Aremeerelyfhadows to the unfeene griefe. 

That fwells with filence in the tortur’d foulei 
There lies the fubftance: and Ithanke thee King 
For thy great bounty, that not onely giv’ft 
Me caufe to waile,but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe. lie begge one boone. 

And then be gone,and trouble you no more* 

Shall I obtaine it ? 

Name it,faire Cofin. b?]. i'. 

Rich, Faire Cofin ? I am greater than a King : 

For when I was a King, my flatterers 
Were then my fubic&s ; being now & fubieft, 

I have a King here to my flatterer : 

Being fo greac,I have no need to begge. 
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Rich. Then give meleaveto goe. < 

Bui. Whither?' 

Rich. Whither you will/o I were from your fights.' 
Bui. Goe fome of you convey him to the Tower. 
Rich. Oh good; convey : Conveyers are you all. 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fell. 

Bui. On wednefday next, we folemnly fet downe 
Our Coronation ; Lords prepare your felves* Exeunt, 
Abbot. A vvofull Pageant haue we here beheld. 

Carl. The woe’s to come, the children yet un-borne, 
Shall fcele this day asfiharpe to them as thome. 

jium. You holy clergy-men,is there no plot, 

To rid theRealmeof this pernicious blot l 
Abbot. Before I freely fpeake my minde herein. 
You fhall not onely take the Sacrament, 

To bury mine intents, but alfo to effett 
What ever I fhall happen to devil e* 

I fee your browes are full of dilcontent. 

Your heart of forrow, and your eyes ofteares. 

Come home with me to (upper, ile lay a plot 

Shall fhew us all a merry day. ‘ Exeunt. 



Quintus ^ Selena Prima. 



Enter C}ueene J and Ladies. 

^5. This way the King will come: this is the way 
To lulius Cafars ill-errected Tower: 

To whofe flint bofome, my. condemned Lord ■ 

Is doom'd a Prifoner, by proud Bulltngbroo\e% 

Here let us reft, if this rebellious Earth 
Have any refling for her true Kings Qjieene. 

Enter Richard and Gard • 

But foft,but fee, or ra ther doe not fee, 

My feire Rofe wither : yet looke up j behold* 

That you in pitty may diffol ve to dew,- 



of Richard the fecond. 

And wafh him frefli againe with true-love teares. 

Ah thou the modell where old Troy did (land. 

Thou map of honour,- thou King Richards Tombe, 

And not King R ichard : thou raoft beauteous Inne, 

Why fhould hard-fa vor’d griefe be lodg’d in thee. 

When triumph is become an Aie-houfegueft ? 

Rich. Ioyne not with griefe, feire Woman.doe not fe. 
To make my end too hidden jlearne good foule. 

To tiinke our former State a happy dreame, 

From which avvak’d.the truth of what we are, 

Shewes us but this. I am fworne Brother ( fweet) 

To grim neceffity ; and he and I 

Will keepea League till Death. High thee to France, 

And Cloyfter thee in fome Religious houfe: 

Our holy lives mull win a new worlds Crowne, 

Which our prophanehoures here have throwne downe» 
What, is my Richard both infhapeand mind 
Transformed, and weaken'd ? Hath Bullmgbrooke 
Depos’d thine Intellect ? hath hebeeneinthy heart? 
The Lyon dying thrufteth forth his paw, 

And wounds theearth, if nothingelfe, with/age 
To be o’re-povvr’d : and wilt thou, Pupil-like, 

Take thy Correction mildly, kiffe-the Rodde, 

And fawnc on rage with bale humility. 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of Bealls? 

Rich. A King of beatts indeed, if aught biubeaft, 

I had beens Hill a happy King of Men. 

Good (fome time Queene) prepare thee hence for France; 
T hinke I am deadend that even heare thou tak’ft. 

As from my deathbed, my laft living leave. 

In winters tcadious night fit by the fire 

W'ith good old folkes , and let them tell thee tales 

Of woefuil ages, Jong agoe betide: 

And ere thou bid gocdpjght, to quit their griefe, 
lell thoif the lamentable tall of me. 

And fend the hearers weeping to their beds : 

Forvvhy J the lencelefle Brands will fympathiie 
" ' - heavy accent of my mooving tongue, 

J And 
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And in companion, weepe the fire out : 

And fome will mourne in Allies, Tome coale-blacke, 

For the depofing of a rightfull King* 

Enter Norhuntberland * 

North.Uly Lord,the mind o (Bulltngbrook* is chang’d. 
You muft to Pomfret , not unto the Tow er. 

And Madam, there is order ta’neforyou ' 

With aIlfwiftfpeed,you mull away to France. 

Rich. Northumberland, thou Ladder wherewithal! 
The mounting Bullingbrooke afcends my Throne, 

The time Ihall not be many houres of age. 

More than it is,ere foule finne, gathering head. 

Shall breake into corruption : thou fhalt thinke. 

Though he devide the Realme, and give thee halfe. 

It is too little, helping him to all : 

He Ihall thinke, that thou which know’ll the way 
T o plant unrightfull Kings, wilt know againe. 

Being ne’re fo little urg’d,another way, 

To pluqke him headlong from th* ufurped Throne, 

The Love of wicked friends converts toFearc ; 

That Feare, to Hate ; and Hate turnes one or both. 

To worthy Danger, and delerved Death* 

NorthMy guilt be on my Head , and there anend ; 
Take leave ,ana part ,for you mull part forthwith. 

Rich. Doubly divorc’d?’ ( bad men) ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage j’twixt my Crowne, and me. 
And then betiwixt me, and my marryed Wife, 
let me un-kiffe the Oath ’twixt thee and me ; 

And yet not fo , for with a kiffc 'twas made 
Part us N mhumberland : I, toward s the North , 

Where Ihivering Cold and Sickneffe pines the Clyme * 
My Qjueene to France : from whence,let forth in pompe, 
She came adorned hither like fweet may ; 
SentbackeHollowmas, or fhort ft of day* 

Q *- And mull we be divided l muft we part ? 
R/VA.I.hand from hand(my Love) and heart fro heart* 
Banilli us both,and fend the King with me* 
Nmh.Tlm, were fome Love, but little Pollicy* 
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'<0#. Then whither he goes thither let me goe« 
filch* So two together weeping, make one Woe, 
Weepe thou for me in France ; I, for for thee here; 

Better farre off,than nere,bc ne’re the neerc. 

Goe,count thy way with fighes,I ,mine with Groanes* 
6ht. So longeft way /hall have the longeft moanes* 
i&h. Twice for one Hep ile groane,the way being fhort. 
And piece the way out with a heavy heart. 

Come, come, in woing forrow let’s be brief:. 

Since wedding it, there is fuch length in griefe : 

One kiffc fhall flop our mouthes, and donbly part ; 

Thus give I mine,and thus thus take I thy heart. 

gy. Give me mine owne againe:’ twere no good parr. 
To take on me to keepe,and kill thy heart* 

So, now I have mine owne againe,be gone. 

That 1 may ftrive to kill it with a groane* 

R/cA.W c make woe wanton with this fond dday ; 

Once more adieu; the reft let forrow fay. b.xcunt. 



Scoria Sccrnda . 



Enter Torke,and his Dutchejfe. 

Dut. My Lord, you told me you would tell the reft. 
When weeping made you breake the ftoryoff. 

Of our two Colins comming into London* 

For. Where did I leave f 

Dut* Atthat fad Hoppe, my Lord* 

Where rude mif-govern’d hands, from windowes tops. 
Threw dull and rubbilh on King Rrchards head* 

For. I hen,as 1 fayd,the Duke (great Bullingbrooke^) 
Mounted upon ahotand fiery Steed, 

Which his afpiring Rider feem’d to know. 

With flow, but {lately pace, kept on his courier 
While ail tongues cri’d, God fave thee Bullingbrooke , 
You would have thought the very windowes fpake, 

la So 
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So many greedy lookes of young and old , 

Through Calements darted their dcfiring eyes 
Vpon his vifage ; and that all the wailes 
With painted Imagery had fayd at once, 

Iefupreferve thee, welcome Tulltngbrooke. 

Whil’d he , from one fide to the other turning. 
Bare-headed , lower then his proud Steeds necke, 
Befpake them thus : I thanke you Countri-men ; 

And thus fill doing, thus he pad along. 

Dutch. Mas poore Richard, where rides he the whtlft? 
Torke. As in a Theater, the eyes of men 
After a well grac’d A&or leaves the 11 age. 

Are idlely bent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious • 

Even fo, or with much more contempt,mens eyes 
Did fcowle on Richard ; nomancride, Godfavehim;. 
No j oyfull tongue gave him his welcome home. 

But duft was thcowne upon his’ lacred head. 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he fiiooke off. 

His face dill combating with tearesand fmiles 
(The badges ofhis greefe and patience ) 

That had not God (for feme Wrong purpoie)fteel’d 
The hearts of men, they muft perforce have melted. 

And Barbarifme it felfe have pittied him. 

But Heaven hath a hand in thefe events, 

To whole high will we bound our calme contents. 

To Bullingbrookc , are wefVorne Snbje&snow,.. 
Whofc State^nd Honour, I for aye allow • 

Enter Ay, merle. 

Dut . Heere comes my ibnne t /tumeric* 

Tor . Aumerle that was. 

But that is loll, for being Richards Friend* 

And Madam, you muftcall him Rutland now-; ‘ 

I am in Parliament pled gev for his truth. 

And lafting fealty to the new-made King* 

Dut. W elcome my l'onne ; who are the Violets now, 
That drew the greene lap of the new-come Spring 
Atm, Madam, 1 know not, nor I greatly care not, 

- ‘ * God 
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God knowes, I had as liefe be none as one* T - ■ % 
ror.Well beare you well in this new-fpring of tune, 
Lead you be cropt before you come to prime * (umphs? 
news from Oxford? Hold thofe lufts and Tn.* 
Aunt' For ought 1 know my Lord,they doe. 

Tor- You will be there I know. 

AumAfGod prevent not, I purpofefo* 

Ter.What feale is that that hangs without thybofonie 
Yea, look’d thou pale ? Let me fee the writing* 

A urn, My Lord, ’tis nothing'* 

2V.No matter then who fees it, 

I will be fatisfied,let me fee the writing* 

do befeech your G' ace to pardon me, :T 

It is a matter of fmall conference, 

Which for feme reafons I would not have feene. 

Tor. V Vhich for fome reafons fir, I meane to fee : 

I feare,I feare. 

Dut. What fliould you feared 
’Tis nothing but fome Bond .that he is entred into- ’ - 

For gay apparrell againd the Triumph • 

Tor. Bound to himfelfe ? what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to l wife, you are a fooler 
Boy, let me fee the writing. . : 

Aum. I doe befeech you pardon me, I may not fhew i£« 
Tor. I will be fatisfied, let me fee t 1 fay * S natches it. 

Treafon/oule treafon, villaine,traytor, flave* 

Dut. What’s the matter, my Lord ? 

Tor. Hoa, who’s within there Saddle mydrerfe, 
Heaven for his mercy what treachery is here ?' 

Dut. Why, what is’t my Lord ? 

Ter. Give me my boots,I fay ; Saddle my horfe : 

Now by my honour, my ]ife,my troth* 

I will appea.ch the viilaine* 

Dut. What is the matter ? 

{or. Peace foolifh woman* r.o'.nta yd; ■ ■ 
ar.Iwill not peace, what is the matter fome? 
*s4um. Good mother be content, it is no ihore 
laen my. poore life mud anfwer* - - 
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Dut* Thy life anfwer ? 

Enter Servant with Beets. 

' Tor. Bring my Boots, I will unto the King. 

*Dut. Strike him Aumerle. Poore boy,thou art amaz’d, 
Hence Villaine,never more come in my fight. 

JVr.Give me my Boots I fay* 

Dut. Why Torke t what wilt thou doe ? | 

Wilt thou not hide the trefpaffe of thine owne? 

Have we more fonnes ? Or are we like to have? 

Is not my teeming date drunke up with time ? 

And wilt thou plucke my faire fonne from mine Age, 

And rob me of a happy mothers name ? 

Is he not like thee ? is he not thine owne ? 

Tor » Thou fond and mad woman. 

Wilt thou conceale this darke confpiracy ? 

A dozen of them here have tane the Sacrament, 

And enter changeably fet downe their hands 
To kill the Kiogat Oxford. 

Dut. He Avail be none : 

Wee’l keepe him here : then what is that to him : 

Tor. Away fond woman •• were he twenty times my 
fonne, I would appeach him. 

Dut. Hadft thou groan’d for him, as I have done. 
Thou wouldcft be more pittifnll : 

But now I know thy minde; thou do'ft fufpe<5l 
That I have beene diflovall to thy bed. 

And that he is a baflard , not thy fonne: 

Sweet Torkf, fweet husband, be not of that mind: 

He is as like thee, asamanmaybc, 

Notlikctome, nor any of my Kin, 

And yet I love him* 

Ter. Make way, unruly woman. Exit. 

Dut . After oAumerle. Mount thee upon his Horfe, 
Spurre poft,and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon,ere he doe accufe thee, 
lie not be long beh nde: though I be old, 

I doubt notbut to ride as faft as Yorke : 

And never will I rife up from the ground. 



$f Richard the fecund. 



Till BttUingheooke have pardon’d thee:Away,be gone, Ex, 




Scxna Tertia. 



Enter Bullingbroake^P erej „and ether Lords* 

Bui. Can no man tell of my unthrifty fonne ? 

•Tis full three monthes (ince I did fee him la ft. 

If any plague bang over us, ’tis he: 

I would to heaven (my Lords)he might be found. 
Enquire at London, ’mongft theTavernes there i 
For there (they fay)he daily doth frequent. 

With un-reftrained loo le Companions, 

Even fuch (they lay) as Hand in narrow Lanes, 

And robour watch, and beate our paffengers. 

Which he (young wanton, and effemina te Boy) 

Takes on. the poynt of honour, toiupport 
Sodilfoluteacrew. 

Per. My Lord ,fomc two dayes fince 1 few the Prince, 
And told him of theie triumphes held at Oxford. 

Bui. And what fa yd the Gallant? 

Per. His anfwer wa s, he would unto the fteweSj 
And from the common’ ft creature plucke a glove 
And w; arc it as * a /our , and with that 
He would unhor.e the uftieft challenger* 

Bui. As diifolute as defp’ratc, yet through both, 

I fee fome fparks of better hope ; which elder day es 
May happily bring forth. But whocomes here ? 

Enter Aumerle » 
here is the King ? 

Bui. what meanes my Cofin, that he flares 
And lookes fo wildely ? (iefiy 

A*m. God fave your Grace, I doe befeech your Map 
0 have fome conference with your Grace alone. 

«/. Withdraw your felves,and leave us here alone, 
v hat is the the matter with our Gofin now ? 

Atm* 
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Aurn.Vot ever may my knees grow to the earthy 
My tongue cleave to my roofe within my mouth, 

Vnlefle a pardon, ere I rife or ipeake. 

Bui. Intended or committed was this fault ? 

If on the firft, how hainous ere it be. 

To winne thy after-love I pardon thee. 

jiunr. Then give me leave, that I may tume the key, 
That no man enter till the tale be done. 

BhI. Have thy defire • ^°fks within, 

Tor. My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe. 

Thou hall a Traytor in thy prefence there. 

Bui. Villaine, ile make thee fafe. feare, 

Aum. Stay thy rcvengefull hand, thou haft nocauie to 
Open the doore, fecure foolc-hardy King : 

Shall I for love (peakc treafon tothy face? 

Open the doore.or I will breake -it open. Enter York$. 

Bui. What is the matter (Vncle) fpeake,rccover breath, 
Tell us howneereis danger, 

That wemayarmeus to encounter it. 

Ycr. Perufe this writing here,and thou (halt know 
The realbn that my hafte forbids me (how. 

^w.Remember as thou read’ft, thy promife part? 

I doe repent me reade not my name there. 

My heart is not confederate with my hand. 

Tor. It was (villaine)ere thy hand did let it downs. 

I tore it fromthe traytors boiome,(Ki 'g.) 

Feare and not loue, begets his penitence i 
Forget to pitty himjeaft thy pitty prove 
A ferpent,tbat will fting thee to the heart. 

Bui. Oh heinous, ftrong, and bold confpiracy, 

O loyall Father of a trecherous Sonne : 

Thou fheere, immaculate, and filver fountaine. 

From whence this ftreame, through muddy palfages 
Hath had his current, and defil’d himfelfe. 

Thy overflow of good.converts to bad, 

And thine abundant goodnellelhall excufe 
This deadly pioc,inthji digretfinfg fonne. 

Ter . So (hall.my virtue be his vices bawd, ' : : , 

Ana 
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And he(hallfpend mine Honour, with his (hame t 
Ajthriftlefle Sonnes their (craping Fathers Gold. 

- ^ne honour lives when his diftionour dyes. 

Or my fham’d life in his diftionour lies : 

Thou kill’d me in his life, giving him breath, 

The Traitor lives, thetrue man’s puttodeath* 

Dutche (fe within. 

But. VI hat hoaf my Liege)forHeavens fake let me in. 

R#/.What ftirill-voic’d (uppliant makes this eager cry? 

But. A Woman and thine Aunt (great King ) 'tis 1. 
Speake with me ; pitty me, open the doore, 
Abeggerbegs.that never begg’d before. 

Bui. Our Scene is alter’d from a ferious thing. 

And now chang’d to the begger, and the King : 
Mydangerous Cofindet your Motherin, 

1 know (he’s come to'pray for yourfoule fin. 

JV.Ifthou do pardon, whofoever pray. 

More finnes for this fbrgiveneffe , profper may. 
Thisfefler’d joyntcut cffthereftreftslound, 

Thislet alone, will all the reft confound. Enter Dutcbef'e. 

Dut O King, beleeve not this hard-hearted man. 
Love, loving not it felfe, none other can 

Tor .Thou franticke woman, what doft diou make here, 
Shalhhy old dugges once more a Traitor reare ? 

But. Sweet Aor’ke be patient, heare me gentle Liege- 

Bui. Rife up good A unt. 

Du. Notyet, I theebefeech* 

For ever will I knee'e upon my knees, 

And never fee day that the happy lees,. 

Till thou give joy : vntill thou bid me ioy. 

By pardoning 1( utlar.d, my tranfgreffing Boy. 

• -fum.Y nro my Mothers prayers, I bend my knee- 

Tcr^f.Againft them both, my true joynts bended be. 

Dut. Pleadesbe in earned? Looke upon his Face, 
His eyes do drop no teares: his prayers are in;eft : 

His wordscome from his mouth, ours from our breft 
Heprayes but faintly , and would be deny’d, 

' v e P ra y with heart , and foule , and all befide : 
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His weary joynts would gladly rife, I know. 

Our knees fhall kneele, till to the ground they grow? 
His prayers are full of falfe hypocrify. 

Ours of true zeale,and deepe integrity : 

Our prayers do out-pray his, then let him have 
That mercy which true prayers ovght to have. 

Bui. Good Aunt hand up. 

‘Dut. Nay, doe not fay (land up. 

But pardon firlt, and afterwards Hand up. 

And if I were thy Nurfe thy tongue to teach , 

Pardon fhould be the firft word of thy fpeech. 

I never long d to heare a word till now : 

Say Pardon (King,) let pitty teach thee how. 

The word is fhort,but not fb fhort as fweec. 

No word like Pardon, for Kings mouth's fo meet. 
7>.Speake it in French, (King) hy, Pardon Be moy. 
Dut. Doft thou teach pardon. Pardon to deftroy ? 
Ah my fowre husbandry hard-hearted Lord, 

That fet’ft the word it felfe, againft the word. 
Speake pardon as’tis currant in our Land, 
Thechopping French we doe not underftand. 

Thine eye begins to fpeake, fet thy tongue there; 

Or in thy pittious heart, plant thou thine eare. 

That hearing how your plaints and prayers doe pearce, 
Pitty may move thee, pardon to rehearle. 

Bui. Good Aunt Hand up. 

Dut. I doe not fue to Hand, 

Pardon is all thefuit I have in hand* 

Bui. I pardon him as heaven fhall pardon me; 

Dut . O happy vantage of a kneeling knee : 

Yet am I ficke for feare , fpeake it againe, 

Twice faying pardon, doth not pardon twainej 
But makes one pardon ftrong. 

Bui. I pardon him with all my heart. 

Dut. A God on earth thou art. 

Bui. But forourtrutty brother-in-law, the Abbot, 
With all the reft of thatconforted crew, 

Z>efiru$ion Ifraight fhall dogge themattheheeles* 
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GoodVhele helpeto order feverall powers 
To Oxford, or where ere thefe traytors are : 

They fhall not live within this world F fweare. 

But I will have them if I once knew where. 

Vnde farewell , and Cofin too adieu : 

Your mother well hath pray’d, and prove you true. 
DuttCome my old fon,I pray heaven make thee new.' 

Enter Exton y and Servant. Exit. 

jjr.Didft thou not marketheKing what words he fpake. 
Have I no friend will rid me of this living feare : 

Was it not fo? 

Ser. Thofewere his words. 

Ex. Have I no friend (quoth he) he fpake it twice. 

And urg’d it twice together did he not ? 

Ser. He dtd. 

Ex. And fpeaking ithe wifily look’d on me. 

As who Ihould fay, I would thou weft the man. 

That would divorce this terror from my heart. 

Meaning the King at Pomfrct : Come,let’s goe, 

I am the King ; friend, and will rid his Foe. Exit. 



Sc^na Quart a. 



Enter Richard . 

Rich. I have beene ffudying.how to compare 
This Prifon where I liue,unto the world : 

And for becauie the world is populous. 

And here is not a creature, but my felfe, 
cannot doe it yet ile hammer’ t out. 

My braine,ile prove the female to my Soule 
Myfoule,the Father: and thefe two beget 
A generation o t Hill breeding thoughts ; 

And thefe fame thoughts, people this little world 
d n hke the people of this world, 
or no thought is contented. The better fort, 
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As thoughts of things Divine, are intermixt 
"With fcruples , and do fet the Faith it felfe 
Againft theFaith ; as thus Come little ones jandthen 
It is as hard to come, as fora Camell ( againe, 

Tothrcdthe pofterne oFa Needles eye* 

T houghxs tending to Ambition , they do plot 
Vnlikely wonders ; how thefe vaine weake nailes 
Mayteare a paflage through the Flinty ribbes 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifonwalles ; 

And for they cannot, dye in their owne pride*. 

Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themlelvcs, * 

That they are not the firft of Fortunes flaves, 
Norlhallnotbe thelaft. Likelilly Beggars, 

Who fitting in the Stockes , refufe that flume . 

That many have , and others muft fit there ; 

And in thisthought, they finds a kind of eafe, 

Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe 
Of fuch as have before indur'd the like* 

Thus play I in one Prifon, many people. 

And nonecontented. Sometimes am I King ; 

Then Treafon makes me with my felfe a Begger, 

And 10 lam. Then crufning penury, 

Perfwades me, I was better when a King j 
Then am I king’d againe ;and by and by, 

Thinke that I am un-king’d by Bullwgbrook e » 

And flraight am nothing-But what ere I am, 

Nor I, nor any man, that but man is. 

With nothing {hall be pleas’d, till he be eas’d 
With being nothing* Muficke doe Iheare ? 

Ha, ha ? keepe time ; How fowre iweet Muficke is, 
When time is broke , and no Proportion kept ? 

So is it in the Muficke ofimens lives -* 

And here have I the daintinefle of eare, 

To heare time broke in a diforder’d firing : 

But for the Concord of my State and time, 

Had not an eare to heare my true Time broke. 

I wafted Time,, and now doth Time wafte me : 

- or now hath time made me his numbrine Clocke ■: 

•* _ My 




of Richard the femd. 

vfv thoughts are minutes ; and with fighes they iarre 
There watches to mine eyes the outward W atch, 

Whereto my finger,!ike a Dialls point, 

Is novnting Hill, in clenfmg them from t totes. 

Now fir, the found that tels what hbure ft is, 

* rc damorous grones, that ftrike upon my heart. 

Which is the bell : fo fighes and teares, and grones,; 

Shew minutes, houres, and times : O but my time 
Runs noa fling onjin BttUtxgheokes prondioy. 

While I (land fbcliffg Here, his jacke ©Th’ Clocke* 

This Muficke mads me, let it found no rribre,_ : 

For though it havcholpe mad men to their wits. 

In me it feemes,it will make, wife-men mad ; - 
Yet bletfing on his heart that gives it me ; 1 
For ’tis a figne oflove, and love to Richard, 

Is a ftrangc brooch, in this all-hating world. 

Enter Groonte * 

Grot. Haile Royall Prince. 

/b'f/i.ThankesNoble Peere* 

The cheapeft of us,is ten gtotes to deare* • 7- 
What artxhou. ? And how corn’ft thou hither? 

Where no man ever comes,but that fad dogge 
Thatbrings me food, to make misfortune live? 

Cw.Iwasa pooreGroome of thy ftabfe'(King) 
When thou wer’t King,who travelling. to w^ardsYorke, 
With much adoo, at length have gotten leave 
To looke upon my(fometimes Royall ) matters face* 

0 how it yern’d my heart, when I beheld 
In London ftreets, that.Corronation day. 



1 



I'jnui 



When bn Rbahc-.Barbatryi" : • a ' : 

ThatHorfe, that thou fo often haft bettrid, 
ThatHorfc, that I fo carefully haue dreft. 

X*cA,Rode he on Barbary ? tell me gentle friend. 
How went he under him ? ; 15 




That jade hath eate bread from my Royall hand. 

‘his hand hath made him proud with clapping him* 

X 3 Would 
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Would he not ftumble ? would he not fall do tonne 
(Since pride muft have a fall) and breake the fcecke 
Of that proud man,that did ufiirpe his backe? 
ForgivenefTe horfe ; why do I raile on thee. 

Since thou created to be aw d by man 
Was’t borne to beare?I was not made a horfe 
And yet I beare a burthen like an Afle, 

Spur-gall’d,and tyr'd by /auncing Bullingbrooh, 

* ° Enter Keeper wifJya dtjh. 

■K><f/>.FelloWjgive place, here is no longer flay. 
Rich.K thou love me, ’tis time thou weft away.’ 
Groo. What my tongue dares not , that my heart fhall 

&y- , Exit . 

L Keep, My Lord wilt.pleafe you to fall too ? 
AVcA.Taftepf it firft,asthou wer’c wont to doo. 
Keep. My Lord I dare not: Sir Percy of Exton, 

Who latelycame from th King, commands the contrary. 

Kick. The divell take Henry of Lancafter , and thee; 
Patience is ftaleand I am weary of it. 

Keep. Helpe, helpe,iielpe« 

Enter Ext oh and Servants. 

Ri. How now? what meanes death in this rudeaffault? 
Villaine, thine owne hand yeilds thy deaths inftrument, 
Goejthou and fill another roome in hell. 

Exton Jh'ikyss him dome. 

That hand (hall burne in never-quenching fire, 
That^a.ggers thus my perfbn. Exton, thy fierce hand, 
Hath with the Kings blood,ftain’d the Kings owne land. 
Mount, mount my foule,thy feateis up on high, 
k W fail’ ft my grolfe flefh finkes downeward hereto dye* 
Ex. As fiilLof valour as of Royall blood, 

Both have I fpilt.: Oh would the deed were good, 

For now the divell, that told me I did well, 

Sayes that this deed is Chronicled in hell. 

1 his dead King to the living King ile beare, 

-Take hence the reft; and give them burial! here. Exit. 
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Selena Quinta. 



Flenrijh, Enter Bullingbrooke,Yorke,tvith 
other Lords, and - Attendants . 

Btil.Vncle Y orke,thelateft newes we heare. 

Is that the Rebels have confirm'd with fire 
OurTowne of Ciceter inGlocefterfliire, 

But whether they be taneor fiaine,we heare not 
Enter Northumberland. 

VVcIcome my Lord, what is the newes ? 

Mw.Firttjtothy facred ftate,wi(h Iall happinefle i 
The next newes is,I have to London lent 
Theheads of Salisbury , Spencer, Blunt ,and Kent : 

The manner of their taking may appears 
At large difcourfed in this paper here. 

Bui. W e thanke thee gentle Percy for thy paines , 

And to thy worth will adde right worthy games* 

Enter Fttx-water. 

Fitz. My Lord, I have from Oxford fent to London^ 
The heads of‘Broccas,and Sir Bennet Seely, 

Two of the dangerous confortedTraitors, 

That fought at Oxford,thy dire overthrow* 

Bui. Thy paines Fitz-water,{\in\l not be forgot. 

Right Noble is thy merit, well I wot. 

Enter Percy, and Carhle . 

Per. The grand conlpirator, -Abbot of Weslminjler* 

V Vith clog of confcicnce,and fowre melancholly. 

Hath yeilded up his body to the graue. 

But here is living to abide 

Thy Kingly doome, and lentence of his pride. 

Carhle, this is your doome: 
hoofe out fome fecret place, fome reverend roome 
uorethan thou haft, and with it joythyfelfe: 

• 0 as thou liv’ft in peace, dye free from ftrife : 

For 
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Tor though mine enemy thou haft ever beene, 

High fparkesof honour in thee I have feene* 

Enter Exton with a Coffin. 

Exton. Great King, within this Coffin I prefent 
Thy buried feare. Herein all breathlefle lies 
The mightieftof thy greateft enemies 
Richard of Burdeaux, by me hither brought . 

BhI. Exton , I thanke thee rtoe/or thou haft wrought 
A deed of {laughter, wich thy fatal! hand* 0 
.Vpon my heady&rd.all this famous Land. 

•A*. From ydurowne mouth my Lord , did I this deed. 

Bui. They love not poyfch, that doe poyfon need, 
Nor doe I thee : though ( did wifh him dead, 

Ihate the murtherer,kxve himmurthered. ■- rSS'l'J 
The guilt of eohfcience take thou fcrthyiabour, 

But neyther my good vvord,nor Princely favour. 

With Caine gbe wander through the made of night, 
And never fhew thy head by day, nor iighf* ^ 
Lords, I proteft my lbuleisfti}! of woe,' : ro-Jub ev iuI ja 
T hatblcKaddho’eraifprinkle andsmafkeme’grow', 
Come mourne vyit'b me,ferthat fddb lament, ; t 
And put on fuilenjfacke incontinent* ^ 

Il^makfti voyager o the Holy-land.^ I <’ ’ ; ' • " 
To wafh this blood off from myguiltyhand or. bards 
March fadly after, grace ifty^mouming he^' ’ ' 

In weeping after this waimely tem&zO ''Exeunt* 
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